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EDITOR'S  MESSAGE 


I  would  like  to  take  this  opportunity  to  thank  all  of  the 
members  of  the  Yearbook  Committee  who  worked  many  a  time 
above  and  beyond  the  call  of  duty.  This  yearbook  would  never 
have  been  published  without  the  advertising  committee,  and 
the  many  layout  designers  and  wonderful  photographers,  and 
of  course,  Mrs.  Owens. 

Also,  special  thanks  must  be  extended  to  Ms.  Bartel, 
whose  guidance  and  assistance  saved  the  yearbook  from 
becoming  just  a  huge  mass  of  jumbled  pictures. 

I  would  like  to  wish  the  graduating  class  of  1988,  and 
the  students  of  Strathcona-Tweedsmuir  School  the  best  of 
luck  in  the  future . 

Thank  you, 
Eera  Jadav 
Editor 


HEADMASTER'S  MESSAGE 


Each  school  year  brings  its  own  special  memories  of 
people  and  events.  Our  seventeenth  year  at  Strathcona- 
Tweedsmuir  School  will  remain  unique  because  it  was  Olympic 
Year.  We  began  classes  in  August  so  that  we  could  close  school 
in  February  and  thus  enable  our  families  and  staff  to  become 
volunteers  and  to  attend  the  Games.  Some  of  our  students, 
alumni  and  parents  were  participants  in  the  unforgettable 
Opening  and  Closing  Ceremonies. 

Olympic  Year  holds  other  memories.  Our  productions 
of  Sound  of  Music  and  A  Doll's  House  brought  enjoyment  and 
appreciation  to  all  who  saw  them.  Our  trips  to  Thailand, 
Russia  and  Britain  developed  in  our  students  awareness  of 
other  cultures  and  lifestyles.  Our  Spring  Festival,  Marti  McKay 
Week,  filled  the  School  with  music  and  joy.  But  there  was 
sadness  too,  during  this  special  3rear,  when  Jimmy  Rocker  died. 

As  we  browse  through  this  year's  Paiclia  our  memories 
will  be  stirred.  The  classes  and  what  happened  in  them,  the 
teams  with  their  wins  and  losses,  the  activities  which  created 
opportunities  for  so  many  to  discover  and  to  grow,  will  all 
touch  a  responsive  chord.  It  is  those  shared  experiences  of 
the  year  at  Strathcona-Tweedsmuir  School  which  affirm  that 
special  community7  represented  by  the  School. 

I  congratulate  Eera  Jadav,  Editor  of  Paiclia  88,  and  her 
committee,  for  presenting  a  fine  record  of  a  special  year  at 
Strathcona-Tweedsmuir  School. 

Peter  B.  Ditchburn, 
Headmaster 
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Is  Heaven  All  Above 
and  Paradise  Below 

—  Simple  Minds 


ELIZABETH 
ASPINAIX 
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Jason  Bell 

1976-88 


Many  a  time  in  life,  you  will  fall, 
And  the  landing. ..quite  painful. 
It  is  the  essence  of  survival  to  forget 
the  pain,  get  back  up,  and  carry  on... 


Turn  and 
Burn 


Live  long, 
and  prosper 

—  Spock 


EXCELLENCE 


MIKE 

BLUMES 

. . .  If  women 
kill  me,  I 
don't  mind 
dying. 

—  Jake  and 
Elwood  Blues 


SKIICANADA 


ALBERTA 
FREESTYLE 


SEC 
M 


ROW  SEAT 

20  12 


I  HAVE  A  NEED  FOR  SPEED 
LIVE  FAST,  DIE  YOUNG 


FREESTYLE  ... 


 1  HP" 

GAME  38 

CALGARY 

vs. 

EDMONTON 

THURS  MAR.  19.  1987 
7:30  P.M. 

OLYMPIC  SADDLEDOME 


14 


FRASER    ■  *»rf£*r 
BROOKS  SE&g*&« 

better  i^  er 
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to  die.  is  enough.  has  been  a 

failure  in  life. 
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Life  is  a  great  bundle  of  little  things. 

-O.  W.  Holmes 


BATES 

AAQTEt— 


1*' 


MARY  LAW  K  IK  j 


always  blot  out  any  knowledge 
inadvertently  absorbed  in  class 
during  the  week  with  brain  damaging 
debauchery  on  the  weekend. 

—Matt  Grocning 


It  is  easier  to  know  man  in  general  than  to  understand 
one  man  in  particular. 

—La  Rochefoucauld 
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Who  the  hell  does 


Foe  m* 


V(4W&  oio<x.  ooas  a  Feu.ou/  navu&D  scott, 

Bot  to  uis  cua&rin} 
He  \Ajaw\'T  Lex 

To  Qo&ua.  s,  <>o  He  STayeo  Hoim£,  -fo  Tot.  . . 


fPione:24G5946 


3 


33 


DONALD  MUNRO  McKENZIE 


Baphomet  K      J  '   'f^J       '    M  ) 

Beelzebub  1  "   %  !    '    j  fj!  '  ,   fa  j^i 

Belial  L    '    $  ,  N  ''    •  '  '     jKfi  ■  "* 

■  Ghe.mosh     .    ■  |        .K  ,\      ij    lf  T 
Dagon  .  ,," 

Demogorgon  S  r 
*  Don  • 


. .  .And  remember,  when  you  gaze 
into  the  abyss,  the  abyss  also 
/  gazes  into  you. 

— Frieclrich  Nietzsche 


Abaddon 
Adramelech 
Abriman 
Apollyon 
Asmodeus 
Astarath 
Baalbcrith 


/That  which  does  not 
m  '{  ■>   kill  us  makes  us  stronger. 

"   ^  «>^>^-Friedrich  Nietzsche,  « 


1 


;'g  Hel 

Kronos 
Leviatlian 
;\%  Lilith 
Lucifer 

'  v  \  Mammon 


hink  Fast,  Think  Ahead, 
Think  Smart,  Think  Big, 
Or  Don  t  Think  At  All  ! 


Marcus  Perron 

M  


Lovin'  make  me  feel 

'A  mighty  mighty  fine, 

Love  me  baby 

It's  dynamite, 

Now  I'm  Lovestruck,  baby! 

— Stevie  Ray  Vaughan 


All  things  are  made  to  be  given 
out  to  others  in  a  gifting  circle. 
Gift  and  give  to  others  —  everything. 
Give  things,  keep  things  going  around 
to  people.  Pass  things  around.  Keep 
things  moving. 

Attaching  yourself  to  a  point  within 
the  circle,  diminishes  the  person  and 
raises  the  thing.  Raise  the  person  to 
the  highest  levels  by  giving, 
giving. 

—from  the  Stoney 


JASON  STEAI 


Jpg^nd  there  \\£i'£,  ^rdcns-briglvtwith.feiiHHmahril 
^ia^tend  here  were  forests  ancient  as  the  hills. 

'"-Samuel  G^c  ridge  J 


ALKARIM 
WALJI 


EVENTUALLY 
WE  WILL  PART 
AND  GO  OUR 
SEPARATE  WAYS. 
BUT  EVEN  SO 
I  KNOW  THAT 
WE  WILL  ALWAYS 
STAY  GOOD . . .  FRIENDS. 
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RICK  WEISSEXHORX 


MURRAY 
WHY  I  K 


'\  1; 


"What  we  call  the  beginning  is  often  the  end 
And  to  make  an  end  is  to  make  a  beginning. 
The  end  is  where  we  start  from." 

— T.  S.  Eliot 


JIMI 


LETTER  TO  THE  ROOM  PULL  OF  MIRRORS 

■1:30  -  0:00  AM 
Denver.  O  '/orac/o 
September  2.  l!)ca 
.  .  .  alone 

Let's  see  now . . .  "II  wasn't  too  long  ego.  but  it  lecls 
like  years  ago  since  I've  felt  llic  warm  hallo  o/  (lie 
sun  .  .  .  lately  things  .  .  ."  And  tlien  he  was 
interrupted  by  the  slow  motion  specded-up  sound 
that  sometimes  cut  so  deep.  Thai  sound  was  from 
those  cellophane  typewriters  —  exactly,  constantly 
from  the  south  side  of  those  carpets.  And  but 
anyway  Sweet  Pome  was  on  my  mind.  "She  save 
so  sweetly  .  .  ."  And  on  he  walked  until  after 
crowning  Ethel  the  dog  the  Only  Queen  of  Ears. 
the  sky  cracked  wide  open  and  split  many  of  his 
brothers'  and  sisters'  heads  all  over  the.  World  apart 
at  approximately  the  some  . . .  "That's  law  and 
oi  der,"  said  the  Border  Guard,  as  his  hard  head 
weighted  something  like  wet  bread  —  which  to 
explain  through  brain  rain  as  that's  .  .  .  well  .   .  Bro, 
is  this  here  country  all  what  much  ahead? 

And  said  the  owner  of  the  velvet  horse  who  heard 
all  this  ...  "I  just  know  I'm  going  to  get  involved 
here"  and  slams  (he  machine  in  reverse,  splitting 
both  suns  apart  in  doing  so,  probably,  ffe  got  to 


DAVID 
E.M. 
WOOD 


/'(Mliisy  Fiords  on  (/»•  hurry  up  side  mid  also  con 
you  dig  .  .   Oil  Oh!  ivalch  ihol  slick  ami  fudge  your 
dislaiicc  from  l/iol  blue  suede  hick!  !  ISwisshhb 
Knock  ...!?!/,  .j  Anyway      con  you  dig  fh"l 
something  came  by  here  not  Ion  lerrih/c  fong  al  o/l 

.  .  I  was  bathing  my  eye  .  .  .  jusl  o  I liousond  fjBCi 
rihovo  those  semi;  old  tnt'il  sk  ics  and  .  .  .  you  know, 
l/ini  sound  there  nnd  utter  tlmt.  everywhere.  hafJicd 
me  to  a  physical.  .And  he  blurted  out  the  Sound 
born!  flic  side  o|  his  inner  wall  o/so  passing  by, 
"  ,1  the  liquid  rainbow  melted  K/tOS  nil  Ibrongh  his 
rooms  and  rooms  of  cars  f /in t  lie  was  hiding  from 
Ethel  the  Queeny,  And  he  thumbed  e  lift 
from  his  head  end  heads  straight  to  anywhere  to 
tell  his  woman,  the  world;  fhel  il  was  physical .  . . 
GASP.  And  (die  cel/ophnne  begins  to  crnttle  nnd 
crake)  his  old  Indy,  Term  Mama,  pimps  in  his  (nee 
./  says,  "What's  physicol?,!"  and  he  stutters, 

nides.  and  retaliates  with  .  .  .  well .  . .  er.  ah  . . . 
ivhal  is  music  m'love?  PUFF  PL'FF. 

■And  they  probably  found  out  (hat  it  ivns  by  this 
lime. 


-  r~1  /K 


8  m 

Mm 

• 
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Each  day's  a  new  beginning, 

So  start  it  with  a  smile; 
.  Enjoy  the  art  of  living, 

Do  things  that  are  worthwhile, 
Like  loving  and  forgiving, 

And  having  time  to  spare, 
To  make  some  person  happy, 

By  showing  that  you  care. 


 \ 

GRADE  TWELVE 


Back  Row:  Michael  Blumes,  Murray  Whyte,  Fraser  Brooks,  Scott  McArthur,  Scott  McDermid,  Arun  Balakrishnan,  Jason 
Steadman,  Munro  McKenzie,  Mr.  Schmit.  Fifth  Row:  Brett  LeBourveau,  Akin  Jeje,  Salah  Elkadiki,  Sean  Nixon,  Marcus 
Perron,  Rick  Weissenborn,  Alex  Baldwin,  Farid  Mahmud,  Doug  Brown,  Jason  Bell.  Fourth  Row:  Mr.  Tottenham,  Bill 
Wright,  Melissa  McLaws,  Susan  Anderson,  Heather  Heasman,  Sandra  Anderson,  Mary  Lawrie,  David  Wood.  Third  Row: 
Anna  Watkins,  Catharine  Farn,  Caroline  Wuensche,  Jill  Murrayk,  Francesco  Vinci,  Shona  Gupta,  Leanne  Creed,  Eera 
Jadav,  Mr.  Adams.  Second  Row:  Karen  Scoulding,  Beth  Lindsay,  Christine  Varnam,  Julie  Carter,  Jane  Kearns,  Sihylle 
Bachre,  Sandra  Munnoch,  Dana  Arnell,  Kim  Bozak.  Front  Row:  Annelise  Pederson,  Alkarim  Walji,  Krystina  Romocki, 
Jason  Lewis,  Beth  Aspinall,  Graham  Young,  Kiren  Singh. 


GRADE  ELEVEN  A 


Back  Row: 
Mitch  Cole 
Stephen  Leach 
Mr.  Keller 
Pleter  Grobler 
David  McKenzie 
Colin  McCormick 
Third  Row: 
Gillian  Selby 
Shawna  Darou 
Holly  Shillabeer 
Mai  Pedersen 
Allison  Lewis 
Second  Row: 
Lisa  Fortems 
Brian  Wood 
Geoffrey  Upitis 
David  Chouinard 
Wendy  Martin 
Front  Row: 
Katie  Harse 
Isabelle  Ryder 
KarirnaMitha 
Nicole  Beaudry 


GRADE  ELEVEN  B 


Back  Row: 
Doug  Laird 
Geoffrey  Kneller 
Christopher  Curran 
Jeffrey  Kahane 
Andrew  Romocki 
Third  Row: 
Alanna  Caplan 
Faye  Sidorsky 
Keith  Gilbert 
Matthew  O'Brien 
Second  Row: 
Mr.  Wilson 
KathyWood 
Kathryn  Dundas 
Jennifer  Pierce 
Carrie  Allen 
Front  Row: 
Kelli  Kay 
Todd  Kozan 
Alan  Chandler 
Jodie  Thornhill 
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GRADE  ELEVEN  C 


Hack  Row: 
Rob  Laird 
lien  Eisner 
David  Wyse 
Wesley  Cooper 
.Jeremy  ( jreen 
Third  Row: 
I/niis  Papas 
Willa  Griffin 
Xicolletta 

Kousinioris 
Cathy  Graham 
Second  Row: 
Tara  Wilson 
Jackie  Tetzlaff 
Cherlyn  Cameron 
Susan  Elliott 
Miss  Harper 
Front  Row: 
Jody  Mikolajczyk 
Patrick  San  Agustin 
Claire  Cooney 
Michelle  Adams 
Missing: 
Kevin  Libin 


GRADE  TEN  A 


Back  Row: 
Ryan  Harris 
John  Berlett 
Paul  McGrath 
Rodney  Evans 
Judd  Palmer 
Third  Row: 
Ryan  Blades 
Dara  Sutton 
Penny  Benson 
Melissa  Watson 
Dana  Mendham 
Second  Row: 
Mr.  Cojocar 
Mary  Angus 
Christopher  Percival 
Parry  Johnson 
Julian  Bromwich 
Front  Row: 
Jennifer  Wood 
Paulose  Paul 
Sandra  Lim 
Peter  Stewart 
Missing: 

Duncan  McDonald 


Back  Row: 
Mr.  Nelson 
Travis  Smith 
Stacy  Hyndman 
David  Lane 
Ralph  Fitzgerald 
Third  Row: 
Scott  Lemieux 
Anton  Wootliff 
Neil  Belenkie 
Peter  Hoang 
Sabrina  Grobler 
Second  Row: 
Guru  Gunaratnam 
Stephanie  Angus 
Lucas  Daniels 
Stephanie  Smith 
Gianoula 

Kousinioris 
Front  Row: 
Elizabeth  Empett 
Cheryl  Zimmer 
Alanna  Abrahamson 
Edoardo  Bardana 


GRADE  TEN  D 


GRADE  TEN  C 


Back  Row: 
Mr.  Prosl 
Raj  Gohill 
JeffGibb 
Baruch  Laskin 
Cyrus  Amcli 
Marco  Mazzocchi 
ThJrtl  Row: 
Christopher 
Bingham 
Andrea  Hay 
Mary  Hankinson 
Grady  Gahin 
Second  Row: 
Jennifer  Whyte 
Madeline  Neil 
Edward  Bashford 
Shaun  O'Brien 
Front  Row: 
Cheryl  Wade 
Roxanne  Wong 
Tanya  Solick 
Margaret  Gaurilidis 
Missing: 
Ryan  Harris 
Jack  Schneider 


Senior  High 
Literature 
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LOCKE  POETRY  CONTEST 


WINNER  -  KATHRYX  DUNDAS 

"UNTITLED" 

My  soul  survives  its  own  entanglement 
Of  deep  dark  thoughts  that  live  inside 
And  never  really  find  voice 


In  written  lines 


Of  deep  dark  thoughts  that  smiles  would  hide 
Breeding  pain  and  wonder, 
Carried  to  an  estuary  by  some  will 
But  barred  by  an  estranged  sea 
From  floating  free  and  freeing  me. 
Like  ghosts  *  i 

They  rise  from  memory's  mists 
They  cannot  rest 
For  lack  of  having  lived 
And  cannot  live 
For  lack  of  having  life 
Unto  themselves. 


And  so  they  roam  the  realms  of  consciousness 
To  beg  their  final  rites 
Interred  in  poetry's  sanctity 
And  there  to  find  their  haven 

Born  of  a  flash  of  sudden  thought 
Before  the  mind's  eye 
A  flurry  or  mere  shadow  of  vision 
That  cannot  be  relived 
Yet  somehow  will  not  die. 
Then  nothing 
Save  the  throbbing  pulse 
Of  some  vague  recollection 
That  lives  and  gasps  for  life 
Against  the  drowning  light  of  day 
Wherein  the  still  formless  shapes 
Of  yesternight's  embryonic  dreams 
Pale  and  fade  away. 

-  Kathryn  Dundas 
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THE  WRITING  LIFE 


MORNING 

The  valley  sleeps 
Under  a  blanket 
of  mist. 

Dew  lies  on  dreaming  leaves 
and  glistens  in  diamond  drops 
on  a  spider's  web. 
The  hills  shiver 
and  draw  their  cloak 
closer. 

But  the  sun  persists, 
warm  fingers 
parting  the  veil 
like  gauze. 

The  trees  poke  cautious  heads 
towards  the  sky. 
The  dew  dries, 
The  mist  fades, 
The  valley  awakens. 

Rrst  Runner-Up 
Katie  Harse 


"moment" 

i  was  about 
to  tell  you  Eve 

rything 
when  a  crystal  tear 
drip  ped  from  the  shudder 

bursting 
on  the  ravaged  bluebell  stems 
you  had  picked 

after  the  rain, 
set  in  a  green,  porcelain 

jug, 
they  thirsted 

three  days 
and  died 

droop  ing  white 

on  the  bed 
side  table. 

Kathryn  Dundas 


CREATIVE  FLAIR 

I  wish  to  create 

A  sculpture  of  such  unrefined  beauty 

That  the  casual  observer  will  be  stricken  unaware 

In  awe  and  admiration 

...  I  am  no  sculptor. 

A  painting? 

of  tragic  loss  and  harrowed  visage 

upon  which  all  shall  weep  in  utter  sadness 

and  glory. 

...  I  am  no  painter. 

A  novel. 

An  intriguing  mystery?  A  passionate  romance? 
Something  to  top  the  lists  and  shelves  of  all 
and  end  in  shattering  climax. 
...  I  am  no  author. 

Perhaps  a  poem  ? 

Cryptic  meanings,  to  lovers,  to  happiness,  to 
A  final  message.  A  script  of  love.  A  thought, 
an  imperfect  world 
an  imperfect  feeling 
. . .  Perhaps  . . . 

. . .  Just  perhaps  . . . 

...A  Poet? 

Jeremy  Green 


i  VOU. 


Qxt  PAY  AM  ALBATROSS  ANO  A 
JluEBIRO  CROSStO  PATHS  «~> 
TMt  SKYWAY. 

MAVMS  Nothing  iNCO'VnoN,  THEY 
ILtwOM     E»o,  ms  0>^n  Sf  PAKaTT 
WAY. 

i 

THC  AlOATROSS  HAP  ACflH'KeP 

^  5P0T  o"  a      «•-.  r«  on 

THf  NO<tHrf(ST  CAST  o«=  / 
pAFFIM  I5LAU0  / 

JT  WAS  VERY  CHEAP  F  »R  A 
A.tMT*l-. 

THE  8LOE9' 

(ire  at  a  v 

N[AR  «MW' 

p 

SO  iW'lt  F«  a 
A>A.MtRY  HI  KHCW  "f 

>cs  e«o*  store  w 

I>nA  To*n£*,  AMD  *iDe  i*<1e>  AK 
OV£RMIC»<"T       Mi  M  'ON  i  tVtNTu*it^ 
STARKtHC  <N  HIS  OWN  fv  SHOW, 
"BIRO  IN  ™f  PAMILY." 

 ^ 

AT  ABOUT  Tnt  S  «"E  T'Xt,  THt 
AtBATROSS  WAS  SP'TTCD  8> 
VirWTl.  TAHoA  C»tt»iO«  »NP 
iNCoRPoRATtP  'WTO  OKt  Of 

The  IanCCST  ot  MIS  RtAiiv 
LOHi  fOt^S  V/ 

rJniCH  Just  Cots'  Tp  show  That  thcrc  ISN'T  that  much  CWFFtVtNcE  jttvitu  a 
fiOOb  E-PIC  P°e*\             A  H*<-FWAy  DiCEMT  SlTCOAV 

 ■ 
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WINNER: 
KATIE  HARSE 


The  screen  above ;m§  jti^ 
blinked  once,  drawing 
immediately.  An  offici 
voice  blared  over  the  lot 
as  corresponding  words  1| 
on  the  screen:  "ATTENTitS 


the  NOAH  PLAN  is  now  in 
tion.  Abandon  Earth,  repeat 
this  time  Alex  had  left  the  o 
running  for  the  compound 
NOAH  1  stood  and  pausing  only 
enough  to  turn  off  the  lights,  as 
mattered. 

The  compound  was  not  far  from 
office,  as  he  worked  for  the  NO 
project,  but  he  exited  at  a  run  ai^v?^ 
way.  It  had  happened  so  fast;  thew^g 
had  all  known  it  was  coming  but  hc^ 
had  at  least  expected  a  warning  o: 
some  sort.  He  hoped  everything  wai 
ready— but  of  course  it  would  be 
there  had  been  endless  preparation! 
food,  water,  other  necessities  all 


^H^^ffl  PLAN 

^^—^^He^tiMeltas  come 
leave  again; 
tpate 

feJtoah  Plan. 
Returning  to 
The^Xniverse, 
^Qive  gut  the  word 
Aba~ndon  Earth. " 

^  _    Peter  Schilling. 

;^Sie^uH~was  hot,  so  hot,  and  glowing 
^icd-6iga.inst  thesky.  It  grew  bigger, 
*^5^hptter^arfq  rgdderrrt-segmed, 
^e^^day^'and^prte  could  not  look  up 
wi^out^eirig  it  somewhere .  It  was 
iTiard^t^jbislieve  that  this  terrible, 
r^Lrnorister  had,  a  short  time  ago, 
^beeSi^bsaurce  of  life.  Now  it  threat- 
ened all  with  death. 
\  Afe^xPalmer  wiped  the  sweat  from 
^his^feee~and  squinted  at  the  computer 
^sci^en.  Green  figures  moved  slowly 
-5^hlsN4red  eyes.  A  red  pulse  beat 
"l^ej&irid  his  eyelids.  The  top  of  the 
-THE  NOAH  PLAN."  It 
;  admitted  a  bit  of  a  misnomer, 
^as^ttiere  would  be  few  animals  on 
i^j^fcel^nd  nothing  was  arranged  by 
s?~Ilie  ships  were  also  slightly 
largertlran  the  requisite  number  of 
^cubits.  Most  importantly,  they  had 
_5tpt  been  created  to  replenish  the 
tan  race  after  its  destruction, 
v«a  prevent  that  destruction,  by 
s^ekodus.  "EXODUS,"  he  mused, 
lUjdftaye  been  abetter  appellation, 
^b4tieJbrjlliant  person  had  chris- 
-^projeet  NOAH,  and  Alex 
3va§-*tu^^vvith  that ,  just  as  he  was 
-^^ck^cit^-'fhe^^ries  of  figures,  to 
Z3i&ek--ahd  double-check,  because 
fs  job..  When  the  time 
Islgna-Lwas  sent, 
[moments  notice 
^aM  gbx wrong,  or  all 
:^w^>  not  planning 
iTfeoJgoSe^ne  responsible  for  that. 
^S^-he^g^vigyed,  the  moving,  green 
f^^res^^h^^^he^^witched  off  the 
dtor^nd^trpde  over  to  a  cabinet 
onlhg.fid^e^sideJiQf  the  room.  Open- 
ing it^^^fopdCPut^hottle  of  pain- 
killers an^^wa^wjedLtwo  of  them. 
He  wou^^ay^Ms^d  aTglass  of  water, 
^ul^aT&K^was^i^neq  now,  as  all  /  his  own  shock  at 
av^flab^^vbja^^e  he^Je^n'b^ard/A . .  .ff/you're  not  leav 
the  ^^^^^i^d^a^^^rifp^^^^^^^nd  that  wo 
elB^etp«6on  it^^^^pyD^mgh^^^^cTazyrJeff.  Real 


gjtolK    vo>ce  again.  "A  few  senior  citizens 
nUpji  -\yith  some  idea  of  protesting  exodus, 
'  rig   "son!  e-romantic  notion  of  going  down 
er    wfth-thc  ship." 
fed~  ..    "Their  Hves  are  here,  Alex. .  .and 
■£>o  ismhje^Ariyway,  better  to  go  down 


sun  is  now  nearing  the  plane^^fej^sf^wil^yi^^ilp  than  up  with  thatV 


need  towards  the  gleaming 
ulk  that  was  NOAH  1. 

ssed  the  point  completely, 
like  chaining  yourself  to 
v  .of  a  bulldozer  or  some- 

j\J,ex's  remark  had  been 
Jeff  smiled.  "Cosmic 

imited." 
feel  the  heat  of  the  red 
'^iddtdn't  find  it  the  shghtest 
"How  can  you  laugh?" 
cput  things  in  per- 

Do  you  think  that 
of  god,  that  you  can 
ur  hand?" 
!$t3^ords  in  my  mouth, 
was  angry  and 
eriow  happy  that  his 
shown  some  emotion. 


board,  ready  for  zero  hour.  Zero  hourly 
...zero  hour... the  words  repeated^ * 
in  his  head,  as  the  speakers  were  re-^ 
peating  the  words  "abandon  Earth."  ^ 

On  his  way  to  that  place,  where  ^^^^^g^^auman^ealm  returned, 
thousands  of  people  gathered,  wait-  \i^^^^w^^^^^^^>"x 
ing  to  board  NOAH  1,  as  others,  alL^f^^' 

over  the  world,  waited  to  escape  via'u^^S^^^-^y^oEoS^^  always  look 


-arichrit 
'woum^e^ 


their  own  NOAH  ships,  Alex  noticed  -  iri^  J  _ 
his  younger  brother,  Jeff,  standing  ^oitS^SQ 
calmly  by  the  side  of  the  airstrip  ^^gly&^^^^^e 
taking  in  the  chaos  that  surrounde  " 
him.  Alex  stopped  his  mad  dash  and 
spoke  urgently.  "Jeff,  NOAH  wi! 
leave  at  any  second!" 

"Yeah."  Somehow  the  monosyl 
lable  carried  a  lot  of  meaning.  "Abo 
that,  Alex..." 

"Alright,  maybe  I  exaggerated  a 
little ,  but  it  is  going  to  leave ,  and  u . 
"I'm  not  going."  Av 
". .  .you  wouldn't  want  it  to  leave, 
without  you. .  .you're  what?'''' 

'You  heard  me,  Alex.  I'm  noti 
to  be  on  that  ship  when  it  le&^a§?^ 
Jeffs  voice  was  as  calm  as  his^taric*?%^ 


casm  was 


"JefrXsi 
lis^d.  H)K,  bro,  I'll 


and  deadly  serious. 
"Very  funny,  Jeff.  We'd  better  h^r^^ 
"No  joke,  Alex.  I'm  not  I'ea^ilg^^ 
Alex  Palmer's  face  regifttbr^drftt^^ 
meaning  of  his  brother's!  Wprj 


First,  I'll  say  what 
project  was  first 
on't  work . . .  there 
lions  of  people  on 
>— different  races, 
us  and  political 
before  war  breaks 
lg  until  you  land? 
Where  can^ou  land?  I  know  you  have 
—  ph£nts  ori-board  to  provide  you  with 
_fOJxLand  oxygen,  and  I  know  you  have 
J^^prote^in  synthesizers  and  what- 
~"e5^  olh^r^sophisticated  equipment, 
^^utvy^o^\can*t  make  water,  and  your 
»Hes  can'tlast  forever.  Also,  what 
©irt^epairs?  NOAH  can  break 


then  he,  and 
brief  soteee^ainjh^ 
:True7ffighte=werje  sju 
still  existed.  Ale^twb; 
that  would  last 


ible  to 


Vs  Xv 

^^t^^^^^  oMy  b^e  - 
^^e^J^^^stajringV' 
\\ lu.i  i  A  h  c  s^Lj^^foundJiis 


justJike  any  other  machine, 
er  die  here,  of  my  own  choice, 
ka  slow  death  in  space." 
smarted  to  outline  the  reme- 
£^s.  to  the  various  problems  his 
er  had  suggested,  but  Jeff  held 
a  hand,  silencing  him,  and  con- 
tinued. "Supposing  you  do  land 
somewhere,  you  land  with  nothing. 
You  can't  possibly  carry  everything 
you  need  on  those  ships,  and  who's 
to  say  that  you'll  find  the  necessary 
raw  materials  on  that  other  world?" 
Alex  hadn't,  in  reality,  given  much 
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thought  to  any  of, this,  but  he  was 
ready  with  what  had  become  his 
standard  solution.  "We  have  some 
ofthe  most  advanced  computers  ever 
invented  on  that  fleet.  If  we  can't 
think  of  anything,  they  will." 

"Computers!"  The  word  exploded 
from  Jeffs  mouth.  "Is  life  run  by 
men  or  computers?  Ever  heard  of 
the  human  factor,  Alex?  Or  are  there 
microchips  between  your  ears?  You 
trust  a  bunch  of  circuits  more  than 
your  own  brother,  don't  you,  Mr.  Com- 
puter Programmer;?" 

Jeff  had  never  liked  computers, 
never  believed  that  machines  could 
be  more  reliable  than  the  human 
mind.  He  was  the  gifted  one,  the 
more  sensitive  and  romantic  of  the 
Palmer  brothers,  yet  he  had  never 
taken  advantage  of  his  intelligence, 
unlike  Alex,  the  average  student 
who  had  struggled  through  univer- 
sity, and  then  into  the  competitive 
world  of  computer  programming. 
With  Jeff,  his  ability  to  do  anything, 
and  his  inability  to  find  anything  he 
wanted  to  do,  often  came  out  as  bit- 
terness. Alex  knew  this,  but  often, 
subconsciously,  he  saw  it  asjealousy. 
He  was  mi  wittingly  doing  so  now. 
"Is  that  why  you're  doing  this?  To 
get  back  at  me?  Suicide  isn't  so  pain- 
less for  the  ones  who  are  left  behind." 

Jeffs  calm  demeanour  had  re- 
turned, and  when  he  answered  if 
was  quietly  and  with  a  trace  of 
humour.  "It  would  appear,  in  this 
case,  that  I'm  the  one  being  left  be- 
hind. Besides,  you  don't  get  even 
with  someone  by  killing  yourself." 

Alex  pounced  on  this  last  re  mark 
like  a  lawyer  in  cross-examination. 
'Then  you  admit  it's  suicide?" 

"No.". .  .its  different.  Oh  God,  why 
do  I  bother?  You  really  don't  under- 
stand, do  you?  Alex,  have  you  ever 
looked  at  the  stars?  I  mean  really 
looked?" 

"Sure,"  Alex  was  startled  by  this 
change  of  subject.  "They're  just. . . 
stars.  They're  an  interesting  but  ex- 
plainable phenomenon.  It's  a  star." 

Jeffs  blue  eyes  stared  into  his  own, 
'That's  the  difference  between  us. 
You  see  stars,  logical,  scientific  balls 
of  gas,  I  see . . .  something  else . . . 
something  intangible,  unreachable ." 

"But  we  can  reach  them,  now... 
with  NOAH..." 

"Not  as  intimately  as  1  want  to  — 
need  to — reach  them .  Next  t  ime  you 
look  at  the  stars,  think  of  me,  111  be 
with  them.  I'll  be  part  of  them." 


Alex  rolled  his  eyes  upward,  then 
looked  down  quickly  as  the  sun's  red 
heat  seared  into  his  brain.  He  spoke, 
more  to  himself  than  to  Jeff:  "Great. 
The  world  is  literally  going  to  cud 
and  my  brother's  lost  his  mind." 

Jeff  laughed.  "Would  it  make  you 
feel  better  if  1  appealed  to  your 
mathematical  mind  by  saying,  logic- 
ally, that  if  I  stay,  there's  room  for 
one  more  on  board." 

"You're  contradicting  yourself, 
Jeffrey— you  just  finished  saying  the 
whole  tiling  is  a  bad  idea,  so  why 
care  about  making  room  for  one 
more?" 

"Because  some  people,  people  like 
you,  Alex,  can't  accept  the  idea  of 
death.  They'll  fight  it,  fight  it  with 
their  last  breath,  or  kill  themselves 
worrying  about  it.  Those  people 
belong  on  NOAH." 

"Aren't  you  even  abit  scared?" 
"No,  Why  should  I  be?  There'll  be 
no  pain,  and  death  doesn't  frighten 
me.  You  know  that." 

Yes,  Alex  knew  tiiat.  Jeff  had  never 
been  afraid  of  any thing.  His  brother 
continued:  "Also,  this  exodus,  it's 
like  cheating  fate ." 

Against  his  will  and  wondering  if 
this  might  be  some  kind  of  bizarre 
dream  induced  by  the  heat,  Alex 
asked  the  required  question:  "What 
do  you  mean?" 

"Don't  you  think  that  this,"  Jeff 
gestured  towards  the  sun,  "could  be 
some  kind  of  retribution. .  .for  all 
we've  done?"  - 

"Tike  what?  We  aren't  responsible 
for  the  expansion.  It  just  happened 
to  occur  in  our  lifetime." 

"I'm  not  talking  ■about  this.  I'm 
talking  about  other  things:  pollu- 
tion, the  damage  to  the  ozone  layer 
. .  .what  about  all  the  other  life  we've 
destroyed:  plants,  animals,  people  — 
man  is  the  only  animal  to  wage  war^ 
'That  was  before  we  were  born 
Jeff  interrupted:  'That's  JSlr.  Scy&c 
again.  We  didn't  commit  the 
we  shouldn't  pay  for  it. 
a  race,  Alex;  have  you 
Biblical  accounts  of  tfy 
flood?  That's  what  hauj^^M^^ 
You  want  science?  I'll  OT^^R 
science*  Jeff  soat  ilxc^Mm/Mm, 
is  cvolut 
they  die/ 
What  a 
Jeffsh 
happen, 
elsewhere 
after  this 


ion 


"And  thenyou'll  be  with  the  stars  " 
Alex  couldn'l  keep  the  sarcasm  out 
of  his  voice.  "You  are  crazy." 

"Maybe  ."The  red  sun  relfeeied  off 
the  metal  and  glass of  die  buildings 
behind  Jeff,  striking  his  blond  hair, 
turning  it  to  crimson.  The  light  sur- 
rounded him,  giving  him  a  soft,  red 
aura,  an  almost  godlike  glow.  They 
didn't  look  at  all  alike,  Alex  thought. 
Except  lor  their  father's  eyes,  the 
pale  blue  eyes  that  had  stamped 
generations  of  Palmer  childr  en,  Jeff 
looked  like  their  mother  — their 
beautiful,  golden  mother,  who  had 
died  young,  of  a  cancer  that  was  the 
result  of  the  pollutants  Jeff  had 
spoken  of  earlier.  He  looked  at  Jeff 
again  and  saw  his  brother's  eyes  look- 
ing at  him,  out  of  his  mother's  face. 
He  shuddered. 

Jeff  noted  the  movement,  and, 
with  the  insight  only  he,  as  Alex's 
brother,  could  have,  read  it  correcdy. 
"Besides,  it's  too  artificial,  like... 
life  support." 

LIFE  SUPPORT.  The  words  cut 
deeply,  as  they  had  been  intended 
to  do.  "That  was  a  long  time  ago. 
Jeff."  A  long  time  ago,  indeed.  A 
long  time  ago,  when  their  mother 
had  died,  when  the  cancer  had 
reached  her  lungs.  Before  thai  time, 
racked  by  the  pain  of  the  chemo- 
therapy, she  had  begged  her  famTfy. 
begged  them  to  kill  her,  saying  she 
lacked  the  courage  to  do  it  hers 
They  had  all  rejected  her  pleas,  st 
ing  that  the  txeatrffcrtts.  had 
her  irrational .^m^^^^fepfip 
thinking,  asJ^mothc'r<h^p^^^^^«  'y.  t 
pital  bed,  kept  alive  by  tiic^a^htes. '■  ~%  \  ^ 
how stra^^^jl  was.  with  all  ihc^jreo-^-'^p 
ress , 
be! 

less* 

$$§5^dj^dfl5mis^i 
*hea 

^^re^ll^r'cdj6o| 

tfp  asj^abjaut  diis. 
,  ,fit  hadVen  Jeff  \  ^ 
_  .ckcjd^ir^/'rSftiuisc  me,"  v 
!d  ^^"If  ]^c*d^^^^c^iat .  pull 

'  Up-UKJ 

£  first  en-^J  '^.^ 
made  thc^-^'V 
more  about  , 
i It  \vedjie d  ^-  . t ^ 


"I  didn't  know'  there  was  a  ttntfe  j,^ 
limit  on  promises.  Aiex."  vv? 
"It  isn't  the  same  tiling." 
*4Oh,  isn't  it?  The  only  difference 
is  that  there  will  be  no  pain.  Xo  suf- 
fering. Otherwise,  it's  exactly  the 
same.. Let  medic." 

The  words  still  sounded  the  same  , 
although  the  voice  was  older.  Alex 
tried  another  tactic.  "Jeff,  this  is 
insane.  You're  getting  on  that  ship." 
He  took  a  step  forward. 

'Try  and  make  me ."  Jeffs  voice 
was  still  tmnaturally  relaxed,  but 
there  was  an  eager  ed<jc  to  it,  like  a 
rajjor  under  velvet . 

Alex  realized  that  force  was  not 
the  answer,  and  was  searching  for 
another  argument,  when  Jeff  spoke 
again.  "Go  to  your  ship.  Alex.  They 
needyou  there.  They  don's  need  me." 
Then,  barely  audible,  "Xo  one  needs 
"Again  the  bitterness,  t lie  f~ 
ation 

"Tif  God's  sake ! "  Alex 
Jrother  impulsively. 
^$$n'<t  *4ujtTo  let  you  go ..." 
•^ii&MijJeff  stiffen  in  his  arms,  and 


^jthen  pull  away.  "Don't.  Don't  make 
.;  it  any  harder.  Please ."  His  voice  was 
.^almost. pleading.  "When  .ypu_'.go, 

when  ybuVe  up  there,  Alex,  look  aj,; 

the  stars.  Try  to  see  them  as  sg 

thing  more  than  balls  ofb 

If  you  can  do  that*  youffiS; 

a  piece  of  me  with -^tg 

of  her."  He  looked^ 

if  he'd  violated SOTieT 

family  taboo-7 
Alex  felt^hejaeg 

sion,  to  say^omethMg^ 

Hghten  theSrepS 

aren't  do.mgflu's-^gefc^ 
^TTwas^^^^eslf^e^ 

and  to  his  reTf 

mother's  smile.  "If r^w^^^L  to 
that,  you'd  be  dead  by  now^fi^gri 
softened  his  words  and  Alex  fo 
himself  griiining  as  well.  Suddenly 
a  revelation  shook  him.  "I'm  staying 
with  you."  Had  he  really  said  that? 
He  repeated  the  words  mentally.  It 
wasn't  abad  idea,  he  thought— rather 
romantic ,  for  him ,  the  one  who  wasn't 
at  all  romantically  inclined.  The  red 
light  of  the  sun  burned  behind  his 
eyes  and  mixed  with  the  black  waves 

of  guilt.  .  

-■  -  Jeffs  words  brought  nim  back  to 
reahty.  "NewwhoLs_insane?  You^aht, 
possibly  stay."—     -  -r= — —  

"I'm  going  toTTfe-spoke  with  new 
conviction. 

"They  need  you  on  the  ship.  What 


1  said  before  was  just  a  fact;  I'm  not 
complaining.  I  need  to  do  this  alone. 
Tr\  to  understand,  will  you?"  Again 
the  (one  was  pleading,  but  Alex 
shook  his  head  Jell"  inhaled,  &gf|l 
his  face  hardened,  "fine.  Abandon 
them,  then,  like  you  abandoned  iter. 
Let  them  sutler,  waiting.  As  she  suf- 
fered, lit  they,  at  least  ,  will  die  with- 
out pain.  Xot  like  before.  1  know  you, 
Alex.  You  can's  stand  to  look  at  me, 
any  more  than  Dad  could,  because 
of  what  I  look  like,  who  I  look  like. 
Because  yon  never  had  the  courage, 
did  you?  You  thought  you  were  being 
ahumanitarian,  Alex,  but  you  think 
like  one  of  your  computers." 

Alex  had  had  enough.  He  knew 
whai  Jeff  was  trying  to  do,  1  >ut  it  was 
working,  and  the  carefully  chosen 
words  cut.  him  to  the  bone.  Fain 
turned  to  rage  and  his  fist  moved 
before  he  was  aware  of  it.  He  felt  it. 
connect  with  Jeffs  jaw  and  then  he 
was  looking  at  his  brother,  who  stood 
there,  shaking  his  head  as  if  in  irri- 
tation)«P||.  lip  was  bleeding.  He 
raised'^iis'l^aj^ ■  looking  at  Alex  with 
tranquil  eye^ t' A^XT^iuff  on  his  heel 
aia^he:aded  for  the  ship;  &>c  fore  he 
re  the  expression  in  those 
ity  and  re- 
rshadowed 

ow. 

H  1  just  before 
vCrOtf  lights  went  on.  and  was 

to  the  computer  console  by  a 
crew.  Telling  them  he  had 
crsoual  things  to  attend  to  and  re- 
fraining from  answering  their  un- 
asked questions,  he  j yem^mcd. -the 
t ake-off  r i tual  au .to mat i ca  1 1  y 
1  i auds  plugging  in  the  re qu i r 
be  is  without  thought, 
:  was  airbm-n^ 
eel 

^shiekdj^s-the^ship  left/tne  

re^lBM^erything  gkwed/ed  like  / 

e  wi 

def^S^^rh^f^^^as  al 
that  crazt'-deiMfe  Jia^ieeiiiaatas: 


cottki. 


im,  if 


He  wondered  if  he  was  going  insane. 

David  Reed,  another  Crewmen 
ber,  entered  with^a s^ftKnock/and 
sat  downl5^ide^Ak^^"Som^diing's 
w^om/r^ 

"No.  Yes.  It' s  Jeff.  t  s  still  down 
there." 

"Oh:Go^fiow 
-iiHiifclioice?^__ 

^  se^rThlu^s  different,  then.  We 
agrced-that  alt  those  who  wanted  to 


Reed  looked  pointedly  out  the  win- 
dow^ at  the  growing  distance  between  * 
the  ship  and  the  Earth.  "He  was  a 
good  kid. . .  I'm  sorry." 

'Yeah.  Dave,  I'd  like  to  be  alone, 
if  you  wouldn't  mind."' 

Reed  nodded  and  left  him . 

An  eternity  later,  when  Earth  ap- 
peared as  a  tiny,  green  marble  in  the 
darkness,  and  XOAH  I.  had  joined 
up  with  the  remainder  of  the  inter- 
national XOAH  Heel,  another  crew 
member  approached  Alex.  "Should 
happen  any  time,  Everyone's  as- 
sembled by  the  main  viewer,  if  you 
want  to  sec.  the  fireworks  "  Alex 
shook  his  head,  and  the  man  gave  a 
suit-yourself  shrug  and  departed, 
leaving  Alex  to  stare  silently  at  the 
deadly  red  mass  as  it  approached 
the  green  sphere  that  was  Earth. 
When  the  collision  occurred',  tin.  re 
was  no  explosion,  no  clap  of  thunder, 
no  Divine  eulogy.  Only  the  applause 
of  the  XOAH  passengers,  revelling 
in  their  safety.  Safety  from  what? 
he  wondered.  Then  the  sun  flared  a 
brighter  red  for  an  instant,  and  Earth 
was  gone.  It  would  cook  down  soon: 
he  knew,  collapsing  and  becoming 
a  white  dwarf,  a  dead  star.  But  now 
it  was  too  late.  There  could  be  no 
turning  back;  Jetf  was  dead,  and  it 
would  be  better  to  forget.  "I  can't 
f  c  »i  gc  t  —  1  ics  my  1  >rot  he  r."  Alex  whis- 
pered to  the  empty  room.  Somehow 
lie  could  not  bring  himself  to  use 
past  tense.  He  looked  up  in  desp 
and  saw  the  stars.  "Look ; 
—  vou'll  alwavs  have  a 
a  pieeet)tIJP^  1 
as  fl^riabrotiieg^Fer 


^er,, 


// 


yohdj 


face;  hi* 


'with 


stay,  could,  no  questions  asked.  Any- 
way, there's  no  turning  back  now.' 


starlight,  and  he 
g.  Next  to  him  was  the  face 
woman,  with  the  same  golden 
air,  the  same  high  cheekbones,  the 
same  smile .  She  was  free .  And  so  was,  ^- 
Alex.  For  the  first  time  in  years-;  he^.- 
felt  the  gudt  shpping^aw^yTjIhere 
was  something^todrveTofi'  a  whole 
world  wm'  te dlfor  him .  If  this  was 
wfja^Jjeffdiad  died  for,  so  that  he 
'jnight  see  that  world,  Alex  thought,/, 
then  maybe  the  sacrifice  had  xxa^/^ 
been  in  vain.  As  NOAH  spedasfc-ay 
from  another,  dying,  star,  Alexfcurner 
no  longer  felt  the  ur.geJfo  look  back. 
The  Ark  wa.s-afldat,  and  Araratday 
b^yondfhe  stars. 
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r       TTITUDES  TOWARDS 
OLD  AGE 

'To  know  how  to  grow  oldis  the 
master-work  of  wisdoms  and 
one  of  the  most  difficult  chap- 
ters in  the  great  art  of  living. " 

del 

It  i  5  probably  true  that  we  find  in 
our  saciety  innumerable  instances 
of  hardship,  solitude,  and  tragedy 
overcoming  our  elderly.  It  is  alsqtrue 
that  <j)ur  society  lias  in  place  vpro- 
mmcs  and  policies  for  the  care  <  >f 
the  elderly  that  are  among  the  most 
though tfui  arid  g<aJSH?ous  in  the  world . 
'will  therefore  pr<  >l  >al )! y  1  >e  unfair  to 
gest  that  our  society  is  negligent 
ts  treaupent  of  senior  citizens, 
cc  any  oJBicr  systejji,-this-system 
las  cracks}'.  Sometimes,  unwary  vic- 
tims fall  through  these  cracks. 
Marilyn  Ross  was  one  such  person 
herself  in  the  pitiless  depths 
fstem.  Her  case  was  docu- 
&the  CBS  programme,  60 
7e  saw  Marilvn^?retired 


population,  the  government  has  also 
formed  various  committees  to  assess 
the  problems  of  this  group.  Some  of 
these  committees  are  studying  the 
long-term  impact  on  the  present  sys- 
tem. Others  are  examining  whether 
present  resources  will  be  able  to 
meet  future  needs.  The  researchers 
are  all  striving  to  improve  the  system 
and  maintain  its  strength  for  the 
future. 

Is  our  concern  for  our  elderly,  as 
reflected  in  our  social  progra 
based  on  certaifi;  mota  1  value 
we  believe  in?  I  mf™  the  ans 
this  is  yes.  Most  of  ils  believcHJiat 
'we  have  some  moral! responsibility 
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fare  cht 
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run-down  hote 
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womeriface  such  an 
mos^others  don't 
mean  however  that  we"^te'tbave  a 
serious  problem  on  our  hands,  one 
that  will  require  consid 
genuity  and  \resources  tjo  come  to 
terms  with. 

Statistics  in  Alberta  /Psychology1 
indicate  the  elderly  population  will 
increase  drastically.  In  1981  just 
under  10%  of  Canadians  wj£re^65 
years  and  older.  Tmis  figure  will  in- 
crease to  12%  in  the  year  2001  and 
18.9  %  in  204y.  The  Canadian  gov- 
ernment already  provides  social 
assistance,  pension,  healthcare, 
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\\lK\ER: 

bcrs  to  stay  close  to  onc<another  and 
get  to  know  each  other. ^n  countries 
such  as  Poland  and  Italy  religion  is 
an  integral  part  of  life.  Rituals  like 
Church  attendance  kecpf  families  to- 
gether. Parents  in  European  families 
found  that  they  too  had  a  moral 
responsibility  to  bear  themselves  in 
front  of  the  younger  generation  with 
honor  and  dignity.  The 
cohesive  influences.  j 
Similarly,  Asian  imml 
jLbaeksriimidjjKljl 
cip lined  and  uudWtfTarian,  as  in 
die  case  of  Gjirfa^ffaapaiLln  both 
these  count^jsT&SAve  ll  as  Iwiia^cs- 
pect  is  j^very  important  confeep 
Age  jHtpn  equated  with  wisdo; 
and  knowledge  and  is  shown 
mense/res])eet .  In  many  communi 
tics  two  or  three  generations  live 
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•e  not  hypo- 

criticaU^vhien  they  sfe^vvdove  [and 
respect  to  their  eldersfjzmt  we  must 
work  hard  to  preserve in|*ral  honesty. 

Moral  values  that  tMl  us  how[  we 
should  respond  to  our  ( aderly  parfents 
and  grandparents  are  not  uniform 
across  the  entire  Canadian  society. 
These  varied  values  have  evolved 
from  our  ethnic  backgrounds.  For 
instance,  T^anada  has  many  Euro- 
pean and  Asian  settlers.  In  Em  ope 
the  aging  are  highly  respected  for 
rcm^fmtfllt^/The'tmoriEl  identity 


r,  often  under  the  same  roof, 
e  most  popular  myths  glorify 
e.  In  many  ^ghP"-^^  stories  I 
grandmothess^- both 
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sence^oT''my"  grand- 
house  produces  an 
nsion  of  ideas  in  our 
f$ations.  Having  elderly 
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ndparents  is  always 
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of  being  lost  when  individuals  emi- 
grate to  countries^JseCanada  or  die 
the  U.S.  The  ChurchToscs  its  hold 
on  mam'  members.  The  open  country 
inspires  people  to  aidventure  and 
travel  in  search  of  fortunes,  and  dis- 
tance weakens  family  qcs.  Succeed- 
ing generations  often  forget,  their 
mother  tongue  and  forget  their 
myths  and  legends.  The  loss  of  die 
cultural  basis  for  honouring  old  age 
makes  it  all  the  more  Important  for 


Jack  Stkand,  "Some  Observations  on  Adult 
Development  and  Aging,"  Alberta  psych- 
ology, vol.  16,  no.  4,  p.  2. 


of  European  countries  is  expressed 
within  smaller  regions  compared  to 
the  North  American  land  mass.  This 
makes  it  possible  for  family  mcm- 


Tis  tubefteve  in  moral  values.  Thcs<T 
values  cannot  be  die  saane  dirough- 
out  the  land,  for  thcyjgrow  out  of 
our  individual  ideals. |  Ultimately, 
however,  die  way  to  ensure  diis  moral 


(if) 


responsibility  is  best  expressed  by 
Cicero:  "Old  age  is  honoured  only 
on  condition  that  it  defends  itself, 
maintains  its  rights,  is  subservient 
to  no  one,  and  to  its  l^'st  breath, 
rules  over  its  own  domaui." 

The  kind  of  power  that  Cicero 
hopes  the  elderly  will  be  able  to  en- 
joy can  only  exist  with  the  help  of 
the  younger  generations.  We  must 


look  at  what  the  aging  p< 
want.  Many  parents  consi 


ulation 
er  emo- 


tional support  to  be  more  important 
than  financial  help.  Parents  also 
want  to  become  active  members  of 
the  family.  If  younger  people  feel 
resentment  over  this,  we  must  re- 
member that  one  day  we  too  will 
need  help,  one  day  we  too  will  need 
to  feel  wanted.  Old  age  is  a  time  of 
lost  independence,  and  it  is  society's 
duty  to  try  and  give  some  of  it  back 
to  its  elder  citizens.  This  may  in- 
volve sacrifices,  but  we  may  also  gain 


something.  We  mayf  in  fact  be  re- 
warded in  our  lifetime,  as  our  child- 
ren follow  our  footsteps.  There  is 
more  to  moral  responsibility  than 
doing  good  or  evil.  Our  moral  res- 
ponsibility to  the  elcrerly  is  really  a 
matter  of  power.  It  is\a  question  of 
how  much  power  we^are  prepared, 
under  the  law,  to  giwto  our  elders. 
It  is  also  a  matter  ofhow  much  power 
we  are  prepared  to  share  with  them, 
voluntarily. 
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Winner  of  Junior  High  Poetry  Contest 


THE  WAVE 


A  low  rumbling  sound 
With  incredible  force 
The  water  lifts  up, 
Showing  strain  in  the  foamy 
White  froth  . . . 

Beginning  slowly, 
Water  is  sucked  into 
pPA  massive  body  . . . 

Staggering  to  the  shoreline 
The  newborn  wave 
Falters 

And  the  crest  of  this  powerful  giant 
Crashes  down 

Forming  a  mist  pierced  by  rainbows  from  the  warm  sun. 
As  the  wave  approaches  land 
It  is  challenged  by  undertow, 
It  grows  into  a  monster  and  rumbles  through. 
The  side  of  the  wave  becomes  weakened 
As  a  huge  boulder  shatters  this  torrent  of  the  sea. 
Echoes  are  heard 

Along  the  shore  as  the  wave  recovers 
And  overtakes  a  small  swell. 
Then  the  wave  trips 
On  the  rocky  shore 
And  it  tumbles 

Forming  a  magnificent  hollow  chamber  under  its  incredible  bulk. 


The  wave  crashes  down  and  with  tremendous  force 
Heaves  its  mass  against  a  towering  cliff . 
With  the  force  of  an  atomic  bomb 
And  the  sound  of  an  old  English  war  cannon, 
Hie  wave  is  resisted. 
The  wave 
Sweeps  up 

Carving  passages  in  the  rock 

As  its  ancestors  had  done  3^e  t  so  many  times  before  . . . 
With  unbelievable  force 
The  wave 

Rushes  into  the  sea 

Pulling  hundreds  of  thousands  of  shells  to  the  monstrous  ocean. 

And  the  wave  dies  

And  the  lightly  chirping  birds 
Cock  their  heads  and  sing  of  the  beauty  of  the  land. 
And  the  tiny  creatures  in  seashells 
Pop  out  their  long  necks  and  wallow 
In  the  warm  and  comforting  blanket  of  Mother  Nature  . . . 

The  world  lay  in  glorious  harmony  with  its  tame  creatures  . 
Then  suddenly 
All  this  beauty  is  drowned  out 
By 

A  distant  roar  of 
The  sea, 
A  low  rumbling  sound. 


— Jeflfery  Davis  7c 
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Hed  for  Second  Place 


MY  HAIRCUT 


Soon  there  will  come  a  day 

My  mother  will  say, 

"You  are  getting  a  haircut  today." 

"Cut  off  my  arm,  my  leg,  even  my  big  toe 
I  am  telling  you  Mom  I  just  won't  go 
For  that  haircut  you've  scheduled  for  me 
After  school  at  four-thirty.'' 

I  hate  haircuts,  for  I  fear 

Some  nearsighted  barber  will  cut  off  my  ear! 

I  whined,  I  cried,  I  moaned, 

I  begged,  I  whimpered,  I  groaned 

But  Mom,  she  would  not  crack 

She  said,  "Get  in  the  car,  or  youll  get  a  smack." 

So,  off  we  went  to  the  barbershop, 

My  stomach  was  going  flip-flop,  flip-flop. 

I  opened  the  door  and  walked  right  in 
The  first  thing  I  saw  was  a  large  grey  tin 
"Oh  no!"  I  thought, 
That's  where  ears  are  left  to  rot! 

My  hair  was  washed  in  an  ugly  sink 
Boy,  did  that  shampoo  ever  stink. 
The  man  who  was  going  to  cut  my  hair 
Told  me  to  sit  in  a  swivel  chair. 

He  threw  around  me  a  plastic  cape 
That  changed  me  into  a  very  odd  shape. 
Now  he  took  the  scissors,  a  great  big  pair 
And  prepared  to  cut  my  long  blonde  hair. 

I  closed  my  eyes,  ready  to  scream, 

I  thought,  "Boy,  is  this  ever  mean!" 

I  waited  and  waited  but  nothing  was  done 

So  I  said,  "Cut  my  hair,  this  waiting's  not  fun." 

And  the  man  said  to  me 

"Look  in  the  mirror,  what  do  you  see?" 

And  into  the  mirror  I  did  stare 

I  had  both  my  ears,  but  not  a  strand  of  my  hair! 

Ian  Graham  7a 
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FLAG  FOOTBALL 


Hiking  the  ball 
Then  running  . . . 

Oops!  There  goes  your  flag.  Too  bad! 

Back  to  the  scrimag  line. 

Hiking  the  ball  again. 

Running  with  the  ball. 

And  passing  it. 

Another  person  running 

As  fast  as  he  can, 

Tired  but  persuading  himself  to  run. 
And  then  . . . 
TOUCHDOWN 
Feeling  great  now. 

Julie  Desrochcs  7a 


Winner  of  Junior  High  Short  Story  Contest 


WHERE  SANITY  STILL  REIGNS 

I  pressed  my  weary,  sweat-soaked 
body  against  the  coarse  sawgrass. 
A  scorching  sun  sat  suspended  over- 
head, fully  aware  of  the  pain  his  heat 
was  causing  me.  He  nonchalantly 
watched  my  labouring  actions  below. 
I  heard  him  laugh  tormentingly.  He 
really  thought  this  whole  war  was  a 
joke,  and  I  guess  I  agreed  with  him. 
After  all,  what  was  going  to  happen 
was  going  to  happen,  and  there  was 
no  use  in  playing  here  and  getting 
killed  meanwhile. 

Me  and  my  platoon  buddies  (Stack, 
Wolfman,  Casey,  Scatter  and  Doc 
Rivers)  crawled  eternally  forward  to 
our  Listening  Post  at  Can  Phuoc.  I, 
and  probably  the  others,  painfully 
anticipated  a  mine  or  booby  trap  to 
be  triggered  every  inch  we  pro- 
gressed. My  body  was  tense,  my  ears 
alert,  my  eyes  searching,  my  heart 
racing,  my  head  itching.  It  was  this 
stress  that  directed  me  to  arrive  at 
a  conclusion  that  I  titled,  "My  Con- 
clusion on  Death  in  General":  to  die 
was  inevitable.  Whether  a  person 
was  two  minutes  or  ninety- two  years 
old,  his  life  was  limited  and  rela- 
tively short.  It  was  an  emptying  hour- 
glass, a  descending  flight  of  stairs, 
a  shortening  candlewick.  One  man 
died  of  a  broken  heart,  while  another 
died  of  cholera.  In  any  case,  death 
was  a  certain  thing;  unavoidable,  un- 
controllable. This  I  accepted.  Not 


knowing  when,  or  how,  on  the  other 
hand,  scared  me.  Being  a  bush 
marine  meant  that  at  any  second, 
I  had  the  chance  being  shredded  by 
rifles  from  all  around.  I  shivered. 

The  sun  began  to  snicker.  I'm  sure 
he  observed  me  and  shook  his  head 
in  pity.  After  all,  he  knew  where  the 
enemy  lay  in  hiding.  He  knew  how 
soon  the  mortars  would  fall  in  their 
destructive  clusters.  He  knew  that 
our  pride  and  our  guns  were  sheer 
craziness.  It  was  all  a  sick  joke  and 
he  was  most  certainly  enjoying  it. 

I  sat  up  and  scanned  the  barren 
paddy.  I  couldn't  see  the  gooks,  but 
I  could  hear  'em  swapping  recipes 
in  the  jungle .  I  was  tempted  to  stand 
and  stretch  my  dormant  limbs,  but  I 
pictured  my  exposed  body  being 
Swiss-cheesed  byAK-47  shells,  so  I 
remained  crouching. 

The  sun  continued  to  watch  me 
from  his  omniscient,  front-row  seat 
above.  Today  I  was  his  victim,  his 
toy;  last  week  I  was  his  child,  his 
pal.  In  Vietnam  he  was  a  merciless 
Viet  Cong,  determined  to  bake  the 
Americans  out  of  his  land;  while  in 
America  he  was  an  innocent  school- 
boy who  attended  picnics  and  bathed 
swimmers.  He  was  a  ball  of  fire,  a 
giver  of  life,  a  necessity,  a  spy,  an 
enemy,  a  friend. . .  the  sun  smiled  at 
my  logic. 


Suddenly  a  light,  gnawning  sensa- 
tion gripped  my  tender  stomach. 
"Aiii!"I  screamed  as  I  grasped  my 
abdomen  and  collapsed  onto  my  face . 
Than,  as  it  had  come,  the  pain  ceased 
and  I  sat  up.  The  others  crowded 
around  me,  expectant  and  pale. 
(Except  for  their  necks,  which  were 
red  and  burnt. ) 

"What  is  it,  Snake?"  Asked  doc 
Rivers. 

"My  gut,  doc,"  I  groaned,  "It's  real 
sore." 

He  rolled  up  my  camoflauged  vest, 
undid  my  heavy  flack-jacket,  lifted 
my  undershirt,  revealing  my  king- 
cobra  tatoo,  and  rested  his  palm 
on  my  stomach.  Soon,  the  pain  re- 
turned, pinching  my  insides. 

"As  I  thought,"  frowned  doc  Rivers, 
"Hookworms." 

"I  ain't  been  drinkin'  leach  water, 
doc." 

"Sit  tight,"  he  ordered,  "111  get'cha 
somethin'." 

He  left  me  for  a  brief  moment, 
and  returned  with  a  pill,  which  I 


gulped  down  without  water.  Soon, 
my  head  became  light,  but  die  pain 
stopped.  I  la}'  against  a  grassy  em- 
bankment while  the  sun  continued 
to  scorch  my  body. 

The  sun  congratulated  the  tiny 
parasites  in  my  body,  saying  that, 
'back  home  he  was  a  good  guy,  but 
had  no  business  being  here,  so  he 
deserved  to  suffer.' 

"Snake,"  doc  Rivers  announced, 
"A  choppcr'll  pick  you  up  at  Can 
Phuoc.  You'll  be  flown  to  Saigon  im- 
mediately, understand?" 

"Doc,"  I  groaned  "take  me  home." 

I  received  no  answer,  but  blacked 
out  several  seconds  following. 
"Home,"  I  muttered,  "Sanity  still 
reigns  at  home." 

As  I  lay  there  being  burned  by  the 
sun,  being  eaten  by  die  worms  and 
being  scolded  by  my  conscience,  I 
heard  the  sun  say: 

"That's  okay,  pal.  Yo'  had  no 
chance." 

—Kelly  Colbournc  Grade  9 


for  Grades  1  to  6 


The  Year's 
Highlights 
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GRADE  ONE 


Back  Row: 
William  Hiebert 
Richard  MacLean 
Al-Karim  Khimji 
Tristan  Fair 
Blake  Lowdcn 
Third  Row: 
Leanne  Wierzba 
Bethan  Clark 
Ashley  Longphee 
Sarah  Hunter 
Erin  Gallagher 
Lara  Kaiser 
Mrs.  MacLean 
Second  Row: 
Julie  Perkins 
Stephen  Muir 
John  Doerksen 
Sameer  Ismail 
Ben  Williams 
Front  Row: 
Christine  Robson 
Dionne  Risler 
Nadia  Wechselberger 
Anita  Purohit 
Lindsay  Whitehead 


GRADE  TWO 


Back  Row: 

Ron'  Wood 
Andrea  Ulrich 
Michael  Chu 
Fay  Vincent 
Kristin  McMurtrie 
Third  Row: 
Courtnay  Mitchell 
Katie  Ford 
Matthew  Gunton 
Mia  Valerianos 
Nicholas  Koning 
Mrs.  Owens 
Second  Row: 
Katie  Morris 
Victoria  Lamond 
Alcef  Esmail 
Larissa  Robcrton 
Matthew  Diskin 
Front  Row: 
Nii  Okai  Ayi 
Kate  Abrams 
AlLxa  Walji 
Nicholas  Ma 
Yasmin  Shaycstch 
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GRADE  THREE 


Back  Row: 
Christina  Towle 
Jennifer  Perkins 
Sara  Hewitt 
Jacqueline  Burns 
Christian  Johnsen 
Third  Row: 
Mrs.  Buinanis 
Michael  Holcroft 
John  Hankinson 
Jason  Wierzba 
Jason  Simon 
Robbie  Hayes 
Second  Row: 
Conor  MacLean 
James  MacLean 
Robert  Miller 
Cade  Cairns 
Front  Row: 
Cory  Sine 
Whitney  Finch 
Erin  Kaiser 
Andria  Chimienti 
Nee  ma  Charania 
Whitney  Lowden 


Winter  Sports  at  STS. 


GRADE  FOUR  A 


Back  Row: 

Christine  Wong 
Sonya  Lowe 
Xanna  Waugh 
Monique  Sello 
Third  Row: 
Rob  Weissenborn 
Chris  Cameron 
Andrea  Brown 
Dale  Greene 
Second  Row: 
Mrs.  Harvey 
Marilyn  Burgess 
Dani-Sue  Grover 
Miles  Rogers 
Jacob  Manaloor 
Front  Row: 
Michael  Hoang 
Stephen  Mannix 
Robyn  Patterson 
Salma  Ali 


GRADE  FOUR  B 


Back  Row: 
Steven  Blahitka 
Dan  Wall 
Mr.  Zederayko 
David  Howard 
JeffHoran 
Third  Row: 
Ian  Schneider 
Courtney  Ropchan 
Vernita  Tsang 
Erin  Eisenberg 
Second  Row: 
Sarah  Scott 
Sonia  Lota 
Greta  Rognoni 
Caroline  Lengkong 
Front  Row: 
Zaria  Hamer 
GeofFUrban 
Caroline  Woods 
Eugene  Sam 
Missing: 
Ben  Soutar 
Chris  Milne 
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GRADE  FIVE  A 


Back  Row: 
Miss  Wiggins 
Michael  Gray 
.Jessica  Holcroft 
Roxannc  Amrolia 
Megan  Cully 
Third  Row: 
Laura  Simpson 
Scott  Anderson 
HafizAli 
Tammy  Moore 
Second  Row: 
.Andrew  Clark 
Graeme  Jennings 
Jonathan  Koo 
Arvin  Poon 
Front  Row: 
Daniel  Sekhon 
Katharine  Lai 
Jeff  Neuss 
Louis  Williams 


Back  Row: 
Erin  Galvin 
Jeff  Bowcn 
Tamiz  Kanji 
Simone  Marschall 
Chris  Copeman 
Third  Row: 
Mrs.  Perkins 
Arthur  Poon 
Rhiannon  Clarke 
Kathy  Mikolajczyk 
Tyler  James 
Second  Row: 
Angela  Ko 
James  Gunton 
Daniel  Bracko 
Claire  Graham 
Front  Row: 
Scbasticn  Gittens 
John  Manaloor 
Jennifer  Chouinard 
Christina  Gordon 
Grant  Crowther 
Missing: 
Jennifer  Tonelli 


GRADE  IT  YE  B 
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GRADE  SIX  A 


Back  Row: 

Mrs.  Sveen 
Charles  Mannix 
Nicole  Libin 
Kyle  English 
Michael  Forbes 
Third  Row: 
Elizabeth  Blum 
Christy  Greene 
Molly  Gillespie 
Arliss  Abrahamson 
Marte  Towle 
Second  Row: 
Monica  Sekhon 
Kern  Shepherd 
Nathan  Cronin 
Patrick  Mitchell 
Katka  Smira 
Front  Row: 
Rishi  Yerma 
Mackenzie  Harvey 
Geoffrey  Mason 
James  Chouinard 
Ria  Paul 


GRADE  SIX  B 


Back  Row: 
Lucie  Hoyer 
Greg  Darou 
Jilla  Mawer 
Mrs.  Bell 
Chris  Cully 
Tama  Sirkis 
Jeremy  Blumes 
Third  Row: 
Joel  Bond 
Michelle  Wong 
Richard  Lcngkong 
Grant  Farn 
Second  Row: 
Dominique  Keller 
Jessica  Baert 
Tara  Habijanac 
Matthew  Koning 
Amy  Bondar 
Rhiannon  Owens 
Ian  Armitagc 
Front  Row: 
Steve  Patterson 
Lisa  Ricketts 
Heather  Watson 
LatifWalji 
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Elementary  Literature 


LARA 

If  I  were  a  Princess  for  a  day, 
I  would  make  a  cake  for  the 
palace  and  if  I  had  magic  I  would 
give  some  of  it  to  the  people 
in  the  palace. 

Lara  Kaiser,  Grade  1 


MADIA 

If  I  were  a  princess  for  a  year, 
I  would  turn  into  anything  I 
wanted  to  be.  Then  I  would 
dance.  I  would  go  find  a  king 
to  dance  with. 

Nadia  Wechselberger,  Grade  1 


CHRISTINE 

If  I  were  a  sorcerer  for  a  year 
I  would  make  it  rain  balloons 
from  the  tree  in  my  backyard. 
Christine  Robson,  Grade  1 


ASHLEY 

If  I  was  a  sorceress  I  would  cast 
a  good  spell  and  turn  into  a 
princess  locked  in  a  tower.  I 
would  turn  into  Rapunzel. 
Ashley  Longphee,  Grade  1 


SAMEER 
If  I  was  a  prince  for  a  year,  I 
would  be  good.  I  would  not  steal 
jewels  and  I  would  welcome 
anyone  in  my  castle. 

Sameer  Ismail,  Grade  1 


JULIE 

If  I  were  a  pirate  for  a  day,  I 
would  fight  all  the  people  at  sea. 
Julie  Perkins,  Grade  1 


THE  BALLOON  RACE 
Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  rabbit. 
His  name  was  Matthew.  One  day 
Matthew  was  flying  home  in  an  air- 
plane with  his  mother  and  father. 
Matthew  was  looking  out  the  win- 
dow and  he  saw  a  balloon.  He  asked 
his  father  why  were  they  ballooning 
so  soon.  His  father  told  him  that 
there  was  going  to  be  a  balloon  race . 
Matthew  wanted  to  be  in  it,  so  he 
made  a  balloon.  In  a  few  weeks  the 
balloon  race  was  held.  The  man  said, 
"On  your  marks,  get  set,  go!"  It  was 
a  very  short  race.  Matthew  was  win- 
ning at  first  but  then  someone  else 
was  beating  him  and  won  the  race. 
Matthew  was  sad.  But  his  parents 
said  to  him :  "I  know  that  you  are  sad 
but  winning  isn't  everything." 

Kristin  McMurtrie,  Grade  2 


THE  COLORFUL  BUTTERFLY 
Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  color- 
ful butterfly.  One  day  the  colorful 
butterfly  met  a  caterpillar.  He  told 
him  that  he  didn't  like  the  colorful 
butterfly's  colors  because  his  colors 
were  black,  purple  and  green.  He 
wanted  his  colors  to  be  red,  blue, 
yellow  and  pink.  It  was  a  hot  summer 
day  and  it  had  just  rained  and  a  rain- 
bow appeared.  Then  the  colorful 
butterfly  had  an  idea!  He  flew  over 
the  tree  and  got  closer  to  the  rainbow. 
Then  he  flew  right  through  the  rain- 
bow. And  then  he  looked  at  his  wings 
and  they  were  pink,  blue,  red  and 
yellow.  His  wish  had  come  true !  The 
colorful  butterfly  was  happy  again. 

Victoria  Lamond,  Grade  2 
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THE  GOPHER 


Once  upon  a  time  in  a  hole  in  the  ground 
there  lived  a  gopher.  He  had  a  terrible 
problem.  The  problem  was  he  could  not 
dig.  Now  digging  is  a  very  important  thing 
for  a  gopher.  If  a  gopher  can't  dig,  he  can- 
not survive.  So  one  day  he  asked  the 
rabbit  to  dig  a  hole  for  him.  The  rabbit 
agreed  but  said  he  would  have  to  do  a  favor 
for  liim  in  return.  "Anything,"  pleaded 
the  gopher.  "You  must  learn  to  dig  in  five 
days  or  else  I  will  tell  the  wolf  and  he 
will  come  eat  you  up  with  his  razor  sharp 
teeth."  "Well,  I  guess  it's  better  than 
nothing."  So  the  rabbit  dug  him  a  hole 
and  said,  "I  will  teach  you  how  to  dig." 
After  two  days  he  still  could  not  dig  and 


was  getting  very  nervous.  On  the  fifth  day 
the  gopher  still  could  not  dig  and  the 
rabbit  ran  away  to  the  wolf  and  told  him 
about  a  tender  young  gopher  who  could 
not  dig.  The  wolf  licked  his  lips  foxily  and 
said:  "I'm  on  my  way."  When  the  wolf 
arrived,  the  gopher  was  pawing  at  the 
ground  madly.  The  gopher  looked  up  and 
gasped,  "What  shall  I  do  now?"  Now  it  was 
obvious  that  the  only  thing  he  could  do 
is  dig  a  hole  to  safety.  He  tried  so  hard 
he  made  it  to  China,  and  thaf  s  how  gophers 
learned  to  dig. 

Author— Matt  Diskin,  Grade  2 
Scribe— Rob  Deff,  Grade  5 
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A  MYSTERY  AT  SHADES 


For  the  second  year  I  entered  Shades 
boarding  high  school.  I  scrambled  up 
the  stairs  to  room  #42,  unlocked  the 
door  and  flopped  onto  my  bed. 

"Oh  boy,"  I  thought,  "Another  tiring 
start  to  a  new  year." 

The  first  day  was  HORRIBLE!!  All  of 
my  old  friends  ignored  me  and  I  learned 
that  I  had  totally  forgotten  my  times 
tables.  After  I  had  eaten  lunch  I  went 
down  to  the  locker  room  so  I  could  think 
about  my  problems.  I  sat  down  on  the 
floor  but  then  I  heard  someone  say  "Oooh! 
Phewey!  Xanna  get  out  of  here !  You  reek 
so  bad  I  can  smell  you  from  here!" 

I  burst  out  into  tears.  Wearily  I  got 
up  and  shut  myself  in  locker  #4. 

I  was  sad,  but  I  was  also  angry  with 
myself,  I  stood  up,  hoping  to  hit  my  head 
on  the  top  of  the  locker.  I  wanted  to  feel 
pain.  I  wanted  everyone  to  feel  sorry  for 
me.  Huh?  My  head  didn't  touch  anything 
except  air,  I  turned  around  and  began  to 
walk  towards  the  back  of  the  locker, 
Bang!  The  locker  door  swung  shut.  It 
was  pitch  black.  "Aaaaaaaaaaaaah!"  I 
screamed.  Suddenly  I  felt  gooey  slime 
creeping  up  my  leg  as  if  it  were  alive . 
I  screamed  again!  Soon  the  goo  was  up 
to  my  neck.  Then  I  saw  it.  A  huge  black 
blob  was  coming  closer. 

I  pushed  down  under  the  slime  and 
pow!,  I  shot  up  out  of  the  goo.  Bang! 
"Ouch!"  I  hit  my  head  on  the  hard  brick 
ceiling.  Flump!  I  fell  back  to  a  metal  floor, 

I  looked  up  to  see  a  brick  room  all 
covered  in  cobwebs  with  a  dull  metal 
floor.  There  was  nothing  at  all  in 
room  except  a  small  trap  door. 

"A  trap  door,"  I  thought.  But  guess 
where  it  was— on  the  ceiling!  I  sat  down 
and  cried.  I  shut  my  eyes  to  try  to  stop 
the  tears.  When  I  opened  them,  whereat 
puddle  of  tears  had  been,  there  was  now 
a  second  trap  door! 

I  pushed  on  it.  Swoosh!!  A  strong  cur- 
rent pulled  me  down  into  blackness. 
Minutes  later  I  came  out  in  a  sunny  green 
pasture .  I  ran  and  jumped  over  the  fence 
onto  a  road,  I  walked  along  it  for  a  few 
minutes,  and  then,  there  at  the  end  of 
the  road,  stood  a  huge  mansion! 

I  ran  towards  it  forgetting  all  fears.  I 
knocked  on  the  door  and  a  maid  dressed 
in  black  and  white  opened  it. 

"Oh,  there  you  are,  Susan,"  she  sighed 
with  a  smile  erasing  the  strain  on  her 
face.  She  hurried  me  up  the  stairs  into 
a  steaming  bath. 

While  I  was  in  the  bath  I  tried  to  sort 
things  out,  but  I  didn't  have  enough  time. 
In  just  fifteen  minutes  the  maid  came 
back  and  told  me  Crystal  was  in  our  yard. 

"Huh?,"  I  asked.  "Who's  Crystal?" 

"Why,  your  best  friend,"  answered  the 
maid. 

"Oh,"  I  said.  I  dressed  in  a  beautiful 
silk  dress  and  then  I  went  downstairs  and 
began  to  search  for  the  door  I  decided 
to  act  the  way  I  imagined  Susan  would. 


After  half  an  hour  of  joyous  play  time, 
I  came  in  exhausted  and  sweaty.  Then  a 
tall,  slender  woman  came  in.  I  guessed 
she  was  Susan's  mom,  whoever  Susan 


was. 

"My,  my,"  said  the  lady.  'You  are  filthy 
from  head  to  toe.  Go  Jto  the  hot  "tul 
Maria's  got  it  all  ready." 

I  stood  there  for  a  minute  wondering 
whether  it  was  the  gold,  pink,  turquoise, 
etc. ,  staircase,  for  they  were  all  fined  up 
like  elevators.  I  chose  the  gold  one.  In 
ten  minutes  I  reached  the  top  and  right 
ahead  of  me  was  the  largest  hot  tub  I 
had  ever  seen. 

I  took  off  the  dress  and  shoes  and  liter- 
ally dove  in.  The  water  temperature  was 
just  right.  I  swam  around  for  a  few  min- 
utes and  then  just  stopped  and  relaxed. 

After  my  fancy,  fancy  bath,  Maria  di- 
rected me  to  the  new  sauna  to  dry. 

At  dinner,  I  wore  a  lace  dress  and 
shinning  white  shoes. 

That  night  I  thought  things  through. 
"It's  all  sort  of  like  a  fantasy,"  I  thought, 
"Maybe  Susan  somehow  saw  my  troubles 
and  switched  places,  but  kept  Susan's 
appearance  here  and  kept  rny  appear- 
ance at  school.  Maybe  she's  smoothing 
things  out  at  Shades.  But  here  she  must 
realty  be  a  princess." 

Then  a  horrible  thought  struck  me. 
"If  she's  such  a  genius,  what  about  school 
here?  Ill  ruin  her  reputation . . .  and  accord- 
ing to  this  calendar  here,  tomorrow  is 
Monday." 

The  next  morning  I  woke  up  to  bre  alt- 
fast  in  bed.  Bacon,  blueberry  pancakes, 
soda.  Everything  I  had  always  dreamed 
of  eating  for  breakfast.  I  daintily  ate  it 
and  then  slipped  into  themost beautiful 
silk  dress  I  had  ever  seen. 

On  the  way  to  school  in  a  five-doored 
fimo,  I  saw  the  most  handsome  boy  ever, 
"Let's  give  that  boy  a  ride,"  I  suggested. 

"No,"  replied  the  chauffeur,  "It  would 
get  too  crowded  in  here. 

"Likely!"  I  thought.  There  were  still 
two  more  rows  of  seats! 

First  period  was  math,  my  worst  sub- 
ject. I  was  shaking  all  over. 

"Arc  you  feeling  well,  Susan?,"  asked 
our  math  teacher.  "Uh,  yes,  thank  you, 
Mrs.  Harp,"  I  said  without  thinking.  Oh, 
no!  What  if  her  name  wasn't  Mrs.  Harp. 
But  she  didn't  seem  at  all  confused  by 
the  name. 

"OK  then"  announced  Mrs.  Harp, 
"Let's  play  Around  the  World'". 

Fortunately,  I  knew  how  to  play. 

"Susan,  you  first." 

I  controlled  my  thoughts  which  had 
been  going  crazy.  I  popped  up  out  of  my 
seat  and  skipped  over  to  the  next  per- 
son. She  asked  the  question... I  made 
a  wild  guess,  "144."  jf 

"Right"  said  Mrs.  Harp.  I  went  to  the 
next  desk,  another  wild  guess,  then  on 
to  the  next  person.  Just  as  I  made  it 
bell  rang. 


nsan  would .      around  the  world ,  the  be! 


Everyone  ran  back  to  the  home  room. 
I  glanced  up  at  the  timetable  — it  was 
P.E.  I  followed  everyone  downstairs  to 
the  locker  room.  The  rest  of  that  day 
went  fine . 

At  night,  I  planned  that  tomorrow 
morning  I  would  ask  my  mother  to  name 
my  closest  and  wisest  counselor,  as  if 
<it  were  a  game. 

'So  the  next  morning  I  did  as  planned 
and  met  with  the  success  I  hoped  for! 
After  school  I  went  to  visit  the  great 
Hugeni.  I  walked  along  Riverside  Park 
until  I  saw  a  huge  mansion.  I  walked 
up  a  very  long  pathway  to  the  door. 

"Havo,"  said  a  short,  fat  man  who  was 
sitting  on  the  veranda.  "Vav  vl  velp  vou 
Vusan?" 

"Do  you  honestly  know  that  I  am  not 
Susan?"  I  asked. 

"Yell,  vl  vasn't  vosposted  vo  veil  vou 
vat,  ves,"  he  answered. 

"Well,"  I  said,  "May  I  tell  you  what  I 
think?" 
"Yes!" 

I  retold  to  him  everything  I  had  thought 
at  night. 

^fhen  I  finished,  he  said  'You  vis  very 
vsmart . .  .you  vexactly  vright!" 

"Good,"  I  sighed.  "But  I  am  lonely  for 
home  now.  How  do  I  get  back?" 
'  "Vo  vou  vrember  va  vlock  \number  vou 
vused?" 

'Yes,  it  was  number  four,"  I  replied. 
\  "vOK,  vnow,"  said  Hugeni.  "Vou  vmust 
vind  vat  vsame  vlocker,  vget  vin,  vshut 
va  vdoor  vand  vclose  vyour  veyes.  vWhen 
vou  vopen  vem,,  vou  vill  vappear  vin  vyour 
vown  vback  vyard.  vl  vill  vtell  Vusan 
vonight." 

The  next  day  after  a  great  day  at  school 
I  went  over  to  the  Hugeni's  and  he  told 
me  that  tomorrow,  on  the  4th  day  of  the 
4th  month,  on  the  4th  second  of  the  4th 
minute  of  the  4th  hour,  I  could  go.  But  if 
I  went  too  soon  or  too  late ,  I  would  never 
again  have  the  chance  to  go  back. 

When  the  time  had  nearly  come,  I 
hurried  down  to  the  locker  room.  I  had 
five  minutes  to  spare.  Then  suddenly 
Mrs.  Harp  came  down. 

"Would  you  help  me  by  cleaning  the 
boards?"  A  I 

"Uh. .  .yes,  of  course,"  I  answered.  I 
now  had  just  three  minutes  left  and  it 
takes  at  least  ten  to  do  the  boards.  I 
hurried  to  the  math  room,  but  there  was 
already  someone  cleaning  the  boards, 
"Who  arc  you?" 

'Susan,"  she  said,  rather  surprised.  "Oh, 
it's  you,  Xanaa!  Go!  Before  it's  too  late!" 
"Thanks  for  everything,"  I  said,  and  ran. 
I  got  into  the  fockcrjust  in  time.  I  felt 
dizzy  and  couldn't  remember. .  .couldn't 
see... then  Hwas  under  our  apple  tree 
resting  with  a  cookie  in  one  hand! 

I  heard  a|voicc  whisper  "Yon't  veil 
vanvone !" 


gh,  Grade  4A 
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FREE  VERSE 
Invisible  hands  playing  with  toy  boats. 
As  I  looked  out  at  the  horizon. 
Orange . . .  Red . . .  Pink. . . 
As  the  sun  died  slowly, 
they  disappeared . . . 

—  Tara  Habijanic  6B 


MY  FANTASY  WORLD 

Miles  Rogers  4A 

"Come  on!  One  more  point  in; Space 
Champ  and  1  have  die  record,  KYI. I E, 
DON'T  TURN  IT  OFF!!!"  I  got  so 
mad  because  she  turned  the  game 
off  when  I  needed  one  more  point, 
f  chased  her  down  the  stairs  furiously 
:  but,  before  1  could  catch  her,  she 
hid  behind  my  Mom. 

When  I  told  her  what  happened, 
she  told  me  that  she  would  send 
glj§l^  to  her  room  so  that  I  could  play 
my  game  peacefully.  "Sending  Kylie 
to  her  room  is  not  going  to  get  my 
np$(ii  score  back."  I  said  to  myself. 

J  stomped  back  up  the  stairs  to 
the  at  lie  and  I  was  so  mad  I  kicked 
the  wall.  The  next  thing  I  knew  there 
was  a  huge  crack  in  the  wall.  "Oh 
no!!  What  wi  11  my  Mom  say  now?"  As 
I  was  thinking  about  all  the  trouble  I 
was going  togct  inio.  I  tilcdio'eovei: 
up  the  crack  by  moving  the  chair  in 
front  ofit.Theh  1  noticed  (hat  some- 
one could  actually  slip  through  the 
crack.  Mv  curiosity  got  Hie  best  of 
me  and  I  crawled  through  to  sec  what 
was  on  the  other  side  of  the  wall. 

Smoke  drifted  all  around  me  so 
tor  a  few  moments  I  eouldn'i  sec  a 
thing.  As  my  eyes  got  adjusted,  1 
was  amazed  at  what  I  saw.  "It's  un- 
believable!" 1  muttered  to  myself. 
The  air  was  clean,  there  was  beauti- 
ful green  grass,  the  sky  was  clear 
and  "there  was  not  a  speck  of  garbage 
on  the.  ground.  Everything  was"  per- 
fect.. I  saw  a  bit*  sign  that  said: 


WELCOME  TO  PERFECTYTLLE 
*  Tlic  Sistcrfrcc  Land 

As  I  walked  a  bit  further,  I  saw 
'  strange  looking  houses  and  cars  that 
flew.  I  walked  up  to  a  house  with  a 
poikadot  door  and  knocked.  A  man 
answered  and  said  "Hello!  What  a 
perfect  little  boy.  Can  I  help  you?" 

"Yc-cs,"  -T  sa*d  cautiously,  "I  am 
so  confused.  I  have  no  idea  where 
lam." 

"Come  in,  you  must  be  hungry.  I 
have  the  perfect  meal  for  you,"  the 
man  said  warmly. 

I  told  him  my  name  and  he  said 
it  suited  me  perfectly.  He  introduced 
himself  and  his  \yife.  His  name  w  as 
Dale  Green  and  his  wife's  name  was 
Dani-Suc.  But  diat  couldn't  be  right 
because Tw as  sure  Dale  was  at  home 
doing  his  homework.  Then  1  noticed 
his  calendar  hanging  on  the  wall. 
It  said  2018:  Green  asked  me 
what  I  thought. about  the  recent  elec- 
tions and  our  new  orimc  minister 
Mannix,  who  he  thought  was  perfect 
for  the  job.  Now  I  was  really  con- 
fused. ( '.ou'ld  I  have  s<  >mehow  entered 
the  future  through  that  crack  in  the 
wall0 

After  I  left  the  Green's  house,  1 
Went  looking  for  familiar  signs.  I 
saw  lots  of  people  in  perfect  ly  facia' 
clothe^.  In.  the  food  store  I  saw  some 
very  strange  things.  The  bananas 
were  blue,  the  carrots  were  striped, 
and  the ;  oranges  were  the  size  of 
basketballs.  But  1  was  lucky,  I  spot- 
ted my  favorite  kind  of  gum  on  "the 
second  self.  I  guess  some  things 


never  change.  As  I  was  paying  for  it , 
the  lady  at  the  till  kept  saying  how 
perfect  everything  was.  She  said  that 
I  was  rjcrfect ,  the  gurn  was  perfect . 
the  day  was  perfect  and  thai  she  was 
perfect. 

The  first  few  times  1  heard  ii  1 
thought  it  w  as  great  that  they  all-had 
such  .perfect  thoughts,  words  and 
actions.  But  after  awhile  it  was  get- 
ting nauseating.  I  asked  the  perfect 
lady  hi  the  store  if  she  knew  How  I 
could  get  back.  She*  said,  "To  be  per- 
fectly honest  w  ith  you.  I  think  you 
should  stay  here.  You  will  fit  in  here 
just  pert. . ."  "NO!  Don't  say-  it!"  I 
shouted  interrupting  her.  I  knejv^. 
perfectly  well  that  1  had  to  get  out 
of  there.  It  was  contagious.  I  was 
beginning  to  realize  that  being  per- 
fect all  the  time  can  make  a  person 
crazy.  5  • 

I  began  to  feel  very  dizzy and  every- 
thing started  to  spin.  This  perfect 
world  was  making  me  perfectly  ill. 
Suddenly,  the  spinning  stopped.  I 
looked  around  and  saw  all  my  old 
familiar  tilings,  even  the  hnperfect  * 
crack  fh  the  wall.  Was  I  ever  glad  to  ' 
he  home!  I  went  downstairs  and  my 
sister  gave  me  a  bouquet  of  flowers  .- 
I  responded  nicely  to  her  and  was-- 
amazed  to  sec  that  she  wras  actually" 
nice  back  to  me. 

I  started  to  t  hink  aboui 
cne.es  that  day.  It  was^ 
Dani-Suc  and  Da 
Steve  was  the  prj 
sister  w  as 
alt  unperfe 
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The  Olympics  at  STS 


Canadian  Figure  Skating  Association 


Association  canadienne  de  patina^e  arti<=tique 


EXECUTIVE  COMMITTEE 


President 

J.  Robert  How.,rtl 

320  Bay  Street,  7lh  Floor 

Toromo.  Onlorio 

M5J  IPS 


PO  Drawer  368 

Pon.igu  Lj  Prairie,  Manitoba 

R1N  3B7 


Vice  President 
William  Oi(ai>chul 
3S78  Beecholbw  < 


Vice  P'CSidrnl 
Barbara  Ry.ni 
PO  Box  789 
Manucls,  Nlld. 
■  AOA  2Y0 


April   26,  1988. 


Grade  3  Students, 

Strathcona  Tweedsmuir  Schcol , 

R.   R.  2, 

Okotoks ,   Alberta . 
T01  ITO 

Dear  Students : 

Thank  you  for  your  wonderful  letters  of 
congratulations  which  you  took  time  to 
write . 

I  was  thrilled  to  win  the  silver  medal  but 
when  I  bit  it,   the  taste  was  not  so  great! 
Of  course  the  proudest  part  of  the  Olympics 
was  just  in  being  Canadian. 

Thank  you  for  your  support . 


Katka  carries  the  flame. 


Yours  truly, 


333  River  Road,  Ottawa,  Ontai  io  K1L  SH9 
Telephone:  (613>  74S  5635   Telex:  053  3660 


Erin  Kaiser  is  shown  the  correct  position  for  the  luge. 


House  leaders  cam'  the  Olympic  flag. 
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EDDIE  (THE  EAGLE)  EDWARDS 

20  ST.  PAULS  STREET  NORTH,  CHELTENHAM,  GLOUCESTERSHIRE  GL50  4AO.  ENGLAND 


Conor  Maclean, 
Grade  3, 

Strathcona  Tweedsrnuir  School, 

R.R.  2, 

Okotoks , 

ALBERTA, 

TOL  1T0. 

CANADA. 


Dear  Conor, 


Thank  you  very  much  for  your  lovely  letter  and  for  your  best 
wishes.  I  am  sorry  that  it  has  taken  so  long  to  reply  to  you, 
but  as  I  am  sure  you  can  imagine,  life  is  very  hectic  at  the 
motnen  t . 

I  have  just  returned  from  Florida  U.S.A.,  where  I  was 
participating  in  the  Goofy  Games  for  Charity.   Before  that,  I 
went   to  Munich  for  a  television  interview,   and  I  joined  tan 
Botham  on  his  Hannibal  Walk,  raising  money  for  Leukaemia 
Research. 

In  the  summer,   I  hope  to  be  training  with  the  American  team  in 
Lake  Placid  and  Steamboat  Springs,   they  have  a  very  good  coach 
who  will  help  me  get  better.   So  that  next  winter,   I  can  break 
the  British  record  again  and  when  the  next  Olympics  come  round, 
I  will  be  a  force  to  be  reckoned  with! 

I  have  enclosed  a  signed  photograph  of  myself,  which  I  hope  you 
wiLl  like,  and  a  leaflet  about  my  fan  club. 

I  hope  you  will  continue  to  cheer  me  on  in  the  future. 

Yours  sincerely, 


EDDIE   'THE  EAGLE1  EDWARDS. 


Hidv  and  Howdy  make  some  new  friends. 


Greece  and  New  Zealand. 
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MARINE  BIOLOGY 

That  floating  feeling 


I 


RUSSIA 


Next  stop,  Moscow 


A  man  for  all  seasons 


in  the  streets 
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UNIVERSITY  TOUR 

Getting  the  big  picture 


RUGBY  TOUR 

survival 


WESTERN 
QUEEN'S 
UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO 
WILFRED 
LAURIER 
McGILL 


OUTDOOR  EDUCATION 

A  FEEL  FOR  LIVING 


MARTI  McKAY  WEEK 


A  DOLL'S  HOUSE 


By  Henrik  Ibsen 

Producer:  Mr.  Prost 
Assistant  Director:  Katie  Harse 


DRAMATIS  PERSONAE: 

Torvald  Helmer  —  Alex  Baldwin 
Nora,  his  wife    —Gillian  Selby 


— Geoff  Kneller 
— Isabelle  Ryder 
—David  Lane 


Doctor  Rank 
Mrs.  Linde 
Nils  Krogstad 

Helmer's  three  young  children: 
— Nicoli  Kenning 
—Matthew  Diskin 
—Victoria  Lamond 

Anne,  the  nurse —Cheryl  Zimmer 
A  Housemaid  —Cheryl  Zimmer 
A  Porter  —  Scott  Lemieux 


\  pTl  I  C^T/  f^lV/l  I?lVr  I        ~Events  Editor's  Note:  There  are  many  talented  people  at 
i~m\_  /  I  1  I  1  /  \  1  /Irl  1.  /I      J_         S.T.S.  and,  unfortunately,  there  is  not  the  space  to  recog- 


We  extend  our  congratulations 
to  the  following  people: 


nize  them  all.  As  such,  this  page  is  simply  a  representation 
of  the  outstanding  students  of  this  school. 


DUKE  OF  EDINBURGH  AWARDS:  Top  Row:  Jack  Schneider,  Marcus  Perron,  Brett  LeBourveau,  Sean  Nixon,  Mr.  Walls. 
Middle  Row:  Melissa  McLaws,  Sandra  Munnoch,  Beth  Aspinall.  Front  Row:  Ed  Bashford,  Caroline  Wuensche. 


MISS  TEEN  CANADA- Dara  Sutton 


WINNER  of  the  1988  MACLEAN'S  ESSAY  CONTEST- Alex  Baldwin 


WINNER  of  the  1988  CANADIAN  CHALLENGE  and  the  CANADIAN  JUNIOR 
JUMPER  CHAMPIONSHIP— Jane  Kcarns 
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■  COUNCILS  •  ARTS  •  LITERATURE  ■ 
1987-88 
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INNOVATORS 
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PREFECTS 


Standing:  Anna  Watkins,  Mr.  Adams,  Shona  Gupta,  Jane  Kearns,  Heather  Hcasman, 
Caroline  Wuenschc.  Kneeling:  Jason  Stcadman,  Scan  Nixon,  Alex  Baldwin,  Frascr  Brooks, 
Scott  McDermid. 
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STUDENTS  COUNCIL 


iff* 


Standing:  Peter  Stewart,  Heather  Hcasman,  Mr.  Orsten,  Doug  Laird,  Pat  San  Augustin.  Floor:  Anna  Wadtins. 


Pat,  Doug,  Peter,  Heather  and  I  had  a  very  involved  and  fulfilling  year.  The  dances,  once 
again,  became  crowded,  and  I'm  sure  no  one  will  forget  the  live  band  "9th  configuration"! 
Have  fun  with  the  new  keyboard,  it's  a  great  piece  of  equipment.  Good  luck  to  the  new  Student 
Council  for  1988-89;  I  know  you  will  add  to  the  student  life  at  S.T.S. 
Best  Wishes, 
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□  sac] 
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Top  Row: 
Shona  Gupta 
Wendy  Martin 
Second  Row: 
Pat  San  Augustin 
Eera  Jadav 
Beth  Aspinalt 
Kathryn  Dundas 
Karen  Scoulding 
Cathy  Farn 
Leanne  Creed 
Ground: 
Ms.  Battel 
Isabelle  Ryder 
Andrew  Romockl 
Pieter  Grobler 

Special  thanks  to 
Mr.  Keller  and 
everyone  else  who 
helped  us  make  a 
great  yearbook. 


Scott  McArthur 
Farid  Mahmud 
Murray  White 


□  □  E 


Top  Row: 
Cary  Malonc 
Eric  Hyndman 
Bobby  Lamond 
Ryan  Horn 
Bottom  Row: 
Steve  Feick 
Stacy  Rozsa 
Penny  McDcrmid 
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□ 

Top  Row: 

Caroline  Wuensche 
Jane  Kearns 
Sandra  Anderson 
Mary  Lawrie 
Susan  Anderson 
Kim  Bozak 
Third  Row: 
Mrs.  Biollo 
Eera  Jadav 
Shona  Gupta 
Sibylle  Bachre 
Leanne  Creed 
Cathy  Farn 
Melissa  McLaws 
Second  Row: 
Mr.  Adams 
Krystina  Romocki 
Heather  Heasman 
Sandra  Munnoch 
Beth  Aspinall 
Karen  Scoulding 
Scott  McArthur 
Suspended: 
Alan  Jeje 


ART  CLUB 


Standing: 
Pat  San  Augustin 
Sitting  (top): 
Lisa  Fortems 
Kathryn  Diuidas 
David  McKcnzie 
Sitting  (bottom) : 
Iinran  Ahmed 
Julie  Dcsroches 
Ms.  Bartel 


CHOIR 

Back  Row: 

Kern  McMurtrie 
Jeffrey  Davis 
Heather  Lorfing 
Sarah  Hawitt 
Tyler  Gaimey 
Stephanie  Griffeths 
Jodi  Tanner 
Brandy  James 
Shauna  Doersam 
Third  Row: 
Gareth  Adams 
Alim  Mitka 
Sean  Gunton 
Emeline  Lamond 
Jennifer  Rocker 
Heidi  Dinning 
Erin  Smith 
Carla  Krulc 
Second  Row: 
Julie  Desroches 
Jennifer  Tottenham 
Imran  Ahmed 
Brigita  Slckys 
Emily  Andras 
Connie  Papas 
Sitting: 
Mrs.  Biollo 
Shona  Gupta 

V     J 
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Back  Row: 
Jonathan  Mawer 
Bobby  Lamond 
Rupert  Evans 
Steven  Feick 
Cameron  Baker 
Andrew  Brooks 
Middle  Row: 
Brett  Habijanac 
Brett  Stabler 
Mr.  Blais 
Front  Row: 
Ionnis  Kousinioris 
Eric  Hyndman 
Martin  Spoor 
Terri  Blumes 


JUNIOR  HIGH  VOLLEYBALL 


Back  Row: 
Mrs.  Robinson 
Penny  McDermid 
Anita  Rizzuto 
Louisa  Sigurdson 
Roxanne  Elenko 
Front  Row: 
Sabrina  Neumann 
Rachel  Scott 
Nancy  Angus 
Alex  Luckhurst 
Danielle  Keller 
Chelsea  Pichach 


130 


r 


Hack  Row: 
Mr.  Zedcrayko 
Mike  Belcnkie 
Cameron  Fulton 
Michael  Curruthcrs 
Mr.  Freight 
Middle  Row: 
Kern  McMurtrie 
Clarke  Hanna 
Kareem  Xogas 
Robert  Scott 
Drew  Hyndman 
Front  Row: 
James  Hall 
Stephen  Morris 
Angus  Turner 
Brad  Chandler 
Nairn  Ali 


JUNIOR  HIGH  6B'  VOLLEYBALL 


Back  Row: 
Amy  Gan 
Mile.  Lcmieux 
Heather  Lorflng 
Chandra  Mannix 
Heidi  MacDonald 
Sarah  Hawitt 
Rachacl  Owens 
Miss  Sampson 
Jennifer  Tottenham 
Front  Row: 
Julie  Desroches 
Allison  Howry 
Tyler  Gamey 
Christina  Zolotas 
Emelinc  Lamond 
Jennifer  Rocker 
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SENIOR  GIRLS'  VOLLEYBALL 


Back  Row:  Shaun  O'Brien,  Dana  Mendham,  Ms.  Harper,  Stacy 
Hyndman,  Melissa  Watson,  Mai  Pedersen.  Front  Row:  Stephanie  Angus, 
Jenny  Whyte,  Cherlyn  Cameron,  Sue  Elliott. 
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SENIOR  BOYS'  VOLLEYBALL 


Back  Row:  Mitch  Cole,  Brian  Wood,  Geoff  Upitis,  Rob  Laird. 

Front  Row:  Steve  Leach,  Paul  McGrath,  Chris  Curran,  Scott  McDermid, 

Mr.  Koning. 
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Back  Row: 

Nancy  Angus 
Andrea  Simon 
Kim  Park 
Rachacl  Scott 
Rachael  Owens 
Mrs.  Rodney 
Middle  Row: 
Anita  Rizzuto 
Louisa  Sigurdson 
Ashley  Bristowe 
Penny  McDermid 
Laura  Sharp 
Front  Row: 
Stacy  Rozsa 
Jennifer  Upitis 
Geeta  Yerma 


JUNIOR  HIGH  BASKETBALL 


Back  Row: 

Mr.  Schmit 
Terri  Blumes 
Rupert  Evans 
Brett  Stabler 
Michael  Carruthers 
Drew  Hyndman 
Middle  Row: 
Mark  Perkins 
Brett  Habijanac 
David  Caplan 
Glen  Hawkins 
Justin  Perron 
Front  Row: 
Ryan  Sidorsky 


Hack  Row: 
Maya  Gobi  11 
Heidi  MacDonald 
Danielle  Keller 
Abi  Kinch 
Jennifer  Tottenham 
Mr.  Lorfing 
Middle  Row: 
Michelle  Chouinard 
Karilee  Johnsen 
Allison  Howry 
Carla  Krulc 
Front  Row: 
Julie  Desroches 
Christina  Zolotas 


JUNIOR  6B'  BASKETBALL 


Back  Row: 
Kern  McMurtrie 
Travis  McConncll 
Mr.  Zederayko 
Cameron  Fulton 
Stephen  Adams 
Middle  Row: 
Tim  Spe  deling 
Brad  Chandler 
Matteo  Rognoni 
Angus  Turner 
Gareth  Adams 
Front  Row: 
Michael  Lane 
Mark  Schneider 
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SENIOR  BOYS'  BASKETBALL 


Back  Row:  Scott  McDcrmid,  Akin  Jeje,  Scott  McArthur,  Murray  Whytc,  Colin  McCormick, 
Matt  O'Brien,  Paul  McGratli,  Chris  Curran,  Dave  McKenzie.  Front  Row:  Mr.  Johnson, 
Brian  Wood,  Rod  Evans,  Steve  Leach,  Doug  Laird,  Parry  Johnson. 


SENIOR  GIRLS'  BASKETBALL 


Back  Row:  Mr.  Blais,  Mr.  Farmer.  Middle  Row:  Caroline  Wuensche,  Kathryn  Dundas, 
Dana  Mendham,  Stacy  Hyndman,  Annclise  Pedersen,  Kircn  Singh,  Stephanie  Angus. 
Front  Row:  Claire  Cooncy,  Cherlyn  Cameron,  Lisa  Fortcms,  Julie  Carter. 
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JUNIOR  HIGH  TRACK  AND  FIELD 


JUNIOR  HIGH  CROSS  COUNTRY 

V  J 

138 


Back  Row: 
Heidi  MacDonald 
Amy  Eiscnbcrg 
Amber  Darsi 
Mrs.  Rodney 
Mrs.  Owens 
Sarah  Hawitt 
Middle  Row: 
Roxanne  Elenko 
Cathy  Schultz 
Carrie  Jardine 
Ashley  Bristowc 
Carol  Engstrom 
Front  Row: 
Hcatlicr  Lorfing 
Am}'  Gan 
Stephanie  Brown 
Getta  Verma 
Julie  Desroches 
Christina  Zolotas 
Sitting: 

Jennifer  Upitis 


GYMNASTICS 


GOLF 


Mr.  Adams 
Willa  Griffin 
Brett  Le  Bour\reau 
Michelle  Adams 
Faye  Sidorsky 
Scott  McDcrmid 
Jennifer  Pierce 
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FIELD  HOCKEY 


Back  Row:  Jackie  Tetzlaff,  Jody  Mikolacyzk,  Jodie  Thornhill,  Ms.  Bartcl,  Kathryn 
Dundas.  Middle  Row:  Mrs.  Stewart,  Sue  Elliott,  Chcrlyn  Cameron,  Mary  Angus, 
Stephanie  Angus,  Nicki  Kousinouris.  Front  Row:  Kelly  Kay,  Allison  Lewis,  Penny  Benson. 


V  
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RUGBY 


Back  Row:  Doug  Laird,  Wes  Cooper,  Murray  Whyte,  JeffKahanc,  Paul  McGrath,  Dave 
Wyse,  Scott  McArthur,  Scott  McDermid,  Brett  LeBourveau.  Third  Row:  Mr.  Walls,  Allan 
Chandler,  Graham  Young,  Salah  Elkadiki,  John  Berlett,  Rob  Laird,  Geoff  Upitis,  Brian 
Wood,  Pat  San  Agustin,  Mr.  Thompson.  Second  Row:  Owen  McAllister,  David  Lane, 
Ryan  Horn,  David  Caplan,  Sandy  Martin,  Jeffrey  Watson,  Rupert  Evans,  Micah  Libin, 
Brett  Stabler,  Ed  Bashford.  Front  Row:  Cameron  Baker,  Derek  Nash. 
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ATHLETIC  AWARDS  1987-88 

MOST  VALUABLE  ATHLETE       MOST  IMPROVED  ATHLETE 


Cross  Country 
Sr.  Boys 
br.  Lrirls 
Jr.  Boys 
Jr.  Girls 

Eric  Hyndman 
Roxanne  Elcnko 

Bobby  Lamond 
Melissa  Darou 

Volleyball 

Sr.  Boys 
Sr.  Girls 
Jr.  A  Boys 
Jr.  B  Boys 
Jr.  A  Girls 
Jr.  B  Girls 

Scott  McDcrmid 
Dana  Mcndham 
Eric  Hyndman 
Mark  Perkins 
Penny  McDcrmid 
Rachacl  Owens 

Stephen  Leach 
Stacy  Hyndman 
Bobby  Lamond 
Michael  Belcnkie 
Jennifer  Upitis 
Emcline  Lamond 

Basketball 

Sr.  Boj's 
Sr.  Girls 
Jr.  A  Boys 
Jr.  B  Boys 
Jr.  A  Girls 
Jr.  B  Girls 

Stephen  Leach 
Cherlyn  Cameron 
Rupert  Evans 
Stephen  Adams 
Nancy  Angus 
Christina  Zolotas 

Brian  Wood 
Dana  Mcndham 
Brett  Habijanac 
Travis  McConncll 
Anita  Rizzuto 
Carla  Krulc 

Rugby 
Sr. 

Sr.  'B' 

Rob  Laird 
Brian  Wood 

Wcs  Cooper 
Paul  McGrath 

Field  Hockey 

Sr. 

Susan  Elliott 

Penny  Benson 

Track  and  Field 

Sr.  Boys 
Sr.  Girls 
Jr.  Boys 
Jr.  Girls 

Paul  McGrath 
Susan  Elliott 
Rupert  Evans 
Roxanne  Elcnko 

Scott  McDcrmid 
Shawna  Darou 
Stephen  Adams 
Sarah  Hawitt 

Gymnastics 
Jr.  Girls 

Heather  Lorfing 

Roxanne  Elcnko 

MAJOR  ATHLETIC  AWARDS 


Sr.  High — Most  Outstanding  Male     —  Chris  Curran 

Most  Outstanding  Female — Cherlyn  Cameron 

Jr.  High  —  Most  Outstanding  Male     —  Rupert  Evans 
Most  Outstanding  Female  —Nancy  Angus 

Coaches  Appreciation  Award— Caroline  Wuensche 

Sportsmanship  Award— Penny  McDcrmid 

Spartan  Pins— Sue  Elliott 

Dana  Mendham 
Cherlyn  Cameron 
Chris  Curran 
Scott  McDermid 


PRIZE  GIVING 

PROMOTION  CERTIFICATES 

Awarded  to  all  students  in  Grades  One,  Two  and  Three. 
HONOURS  CERTIFICATES 

GRADE  FOUR:  Salma  All,  Christopher  Cameron,  Erin  Eisenberg,  Danielle  Grover,  Jeff  Horan,  David  Howard, 
Caroline  Lengkong,  Sonya  Lowe,  Jacob  Manaloor,  Stephen  Mannix,  Christopher  Milne,  Miles  Rogers,  Greta 
Rognoni,  Courtney  Ropchan,  Eugene  Sam,  Ian  Schneider,  Monique  Sello,  Ben  Soutar,  Claire  Thompson,  Vernita 
Tsang,  Xanna  Waugh,  Robert  Weissenborn,  Christine  Wong. 

GRADE  FIVE:  Scott  Anderson,  Jeffrey  Bowen,  Megan  Cully,  Sebastien  Gittens,  Claire  Graham,  James  Gunton, 
Tamlz  Kanji,  Angela  Ko,  Jonathon  Koo,  Katharine  Lai,  John  Manaloor,  Simone  Marschall,  Arthur  Poon,  Arvin  Poon, 
Al  Renner,  Daniel  Sekhon,  Louis  Williams. 

GRADE  SEX:  Arliss  Abrahamson,  Jessica  Baert,  Christopher  Cully,  Grant  Farn,  Tara  Habijanac,  Lucie  Hoyer, 
Nicole  Libin,  Ria  Paul,  Kern  Shepherd,  Katka  Smira,  Marte  Towle,  Heather  Watson,  Michelle  Wong. 
GRADE  SEVEN :  Gareth  Adams,  Imran  Ahmed,  Matthew  Bromwich,  Kevin  Brown,  Jeffrey  Davis,  Julie  Desroches, 
Ian  Graham,  Stephanie  Griffiths,  Allison  Howry,  Andrew  Kirker,  Bradley  Kneller,  Emeline  Lamond,  Sam  Lim, 
Kern  McMurtrie,  Alim  Mitha,  Stephen  Morris,  Karim  Nogas,  Jennifer  Tottenham,  TO.  Whenham,  Peter  Wootlif. 
GRADE  EIGHT:  Nancy  Angus,Michael  Belenkie,  Lauren  Blumes,  Robert  Cropp,  Roxanne  Elenko,  Jeremy  Fleming, 
Karilee  Johnson,  Victoria  Jennings,  Heidi  MacDonald,  Ryan  McCallum,  Roger  McClary,  Rachael  Owens,  Clint 
Sello,  Ashley  Skiber,  Angus  Turner,  Jennifer  Upitus,  Christina  Zolotas. 

GRADE  NINE:  Laurie  Brown,  Melissa  Darou,  Steven  Feick,  David  Grout,  Brett  Habijanac,  Carrie  Jardine,  Bob 
Lamond,  Micah  Libin,  ElUott  Long,  Alexandra  Luckhust,  Penny  McDermid,  Rebecca  Miller,  Derek  Nash,  Karen 
Neuss,  Scott  Nichol,  Chelsea  Pichah,  Brenda  Varnam,  Geeta  Verma,  Billy  Zimmer. 

GRADE  TEN:  Alanna  Abrahamson,  Ralph  Fitzgerald,  Sabrina  Grobler,  Guru  Gunaratnam,  Ryan  Harris,  Peter 
Hoang,  Stacy  Hyndman,  Dana  Mendham,  Shaun  O'Brien,  Judd  Palmer,  Paulose  Paul,  Travis  Smith,  Melissa  Watson, 
Anton  Wootlif,  Cheryl  Zimmer. 

GRADE  ELEVEN:  Carrie  Allen,  Kathryn  Dundas,  Ben  Eisner,  Susan  ElUott,  Shawna  Darou,  Pieter  Grobler,  Katie 
Harse,  Geoffrey  Kneller,  Nicoletta  Kousinioris,  Stephen  Leach,  Colin  McCormick,  David  McKenzie,  Karima  Mitha, 
Matthew  O'Brien,  Andrew  Romocki,  Patrick  San  Agustin,  Gillian  Selby,  Holly  Shillabeer,  Brian  Wood. 
GRADE  TWELVE:  Dana  Arnell,  Beth  Aspinall,  Sibylle  Baehre,  Alexander  Baldwin,  Douglas  Brown,  Catharine 
Farn,  Heather  Heasman,  Eera  Jadav,  Jane  Kearns,  Farid  Mahmud,  Scott  McDermid,  Melissa  McLaws,  Sean  Nixon, 
Krystina  Romocki,  Christine  Varnam,  Alkarim  Walji,  Anna  Watkins,  Bill  Wright,  Caroline  Wuensche. 
SUBJECT  AWARDS 

A  book  award  is  given  to  the  top  student,  and  an  award  of  excellence  pin  is  given  to  the  top  three  students  at  each 
grade  level  in  the  Junior  and  Senior  schools. 


SUBJECT 

GRADE 

BOX  PRIZES 

AWARDS  OF  EXCELLENCE 

ART 

10 

Ed  Bashford,  Judd  Palmer 

Paulose  Paul,  Roxanne  Wong 

11 

David  McKenzie,  Pat  San  Agustin 

Kathryn  Dundas,  Cathy  Graham 

12 

Karen  Scoulding 

Mary  Lawrie,  Brett  LeBourveau, 

Francesco  Vinci 

CLASSICS 

9 

Karen  Neuss 

Melissa  Darou,  Rebecca  Miller 

COMPUTER 

7 

Jeffrey  Davis 

Julie  Desroches,  Alim  Mitha 

STUDIES 

8 

Christina  Zolotas 

Roxanne  Elenko,  Jeremy  Fleming 

11 

Wendy  Martin 

Wes  Cooper,  Susan  Elliott 

DRAMA 

10 

Raj  Gohill 

11 

Gillian  Selby 

Katie  Harse,  Isabelle  Ryder 

12 

Alex  Baldwin 

MUSIC  THEATRE 

10 

Marco  Mozzocchi 

Alanna  Abrahamson 

FEME  ARTS 

7 

Stephen  Morris 

Imran  Ahmed,  Julie  Desroches 

8 

Amy  Gan 

Roxanne  Elenko,  Tory  Jennings 

9 

Cary  Malone 

Kelly  Colborne,  Geeta  Verma 

ENGLISH 

7 

Jeffrey  Davis,  Julie  Desroches, 

Karim  Nogas 

8 

Robert  Cropp 

Karilee  Johnson,  Angus  Turner 

9 

Karen  Neuss 

Melissa  Darou,  Chelsea  Pichah 

10 

Shaun  O'Brien 

Sabrina  Grobler,  Peter  Hoang 

11 

Katie  Harse 

Kathryn  Dundas,  Pieter  Grobler 

12 

Alex  Baldwin,  Melissa  McLaws 

Christine  Varnam 

FRENCH 

7 

Karim  Nogas 

Jeffrey  Davis,  Julie  Desroches 

8 

Robert  Cropp 

Roxanne  Elenko,  Christina  Zolotas 

9 

Melissa  Darou 

Alexandra  Luckhurst,  Karen  Neuss, 

Geeta  Verma 

10 

Sabrina  Grobler 

Penny  Benson,  Shaun  O'Brien 

11 

Katie  Harse 

Shawna  Darou,  Pieter  Grobler 

12 

Anna  Watkins 

Alex  Baldwin,  Eera  Jadav 

SUBJECT 


GRADE 


BOX  PRIZES 


AWARDS  OF  EXCELLENCE 


MATHEMATICS 


MATH  30 
MATH  31 


8 
9 
10 

11 

12 
12 


Jeffrey  Davis 

Robert  Cropp 
Melissa  Darou 
Shaun  O'Brien 

Shawna  Darou,  Colin  McCormick 

Scott  McDermid,  Melissa  McLaws 
Melissa  McLaws,  Sean  Nixon 


Julie  Desroches,  Karen  Nogas, 

Peter  Wootlif 
Roxanne  Elenko,  Heidi  MacDonald 
Ben  Ezinga,  Micah  Libin 
Guru  Gunaratnam,  Paulose  Paul, 

Travis  Smith 
Carrie  Allen,  Ben  Eisner, 

David  McKenzie 
Sean  Nixon 

Sibylle  Baehre,  Christine  Varnam 


OUTDOOR 
EDUCATION 


11 


Brian  Wood 


Shawna  Darou,  Rob  Laird 


PHYSICAL 
EDICATION 


7 
8 
9 
10 
11 
12 


Glen  Hawkins 
Nancy  Angus 
Bobby  Lamond 
Stephanie  Angus 
Rob  Laird 
Krystina  Romocki 


Karen  Nogas,  Jennifer  Tottenham 
Roxanne  Elenko,  Christina  Zolotas 
Brett  Habijanac,  Penny  McDermid 
Dana  Mendham,  Shaun  O'Brien 
Brian  Wood,  David  Wyse 
Scott  McDermid,  Alkarim  Wolji, 
Caroline  Wuensche 


SCIENCE 


Jeffrey  Davis 
Robert  Cropp 
Karen  Neuss 


Julie  Desroches,  Karim  Nogas 
Roxanne  Elenko,  Jeremy  Fleming 
Melissa  Darou,  Brett  Habijanac 


BIOLOGY 


10 
11 
12 


Paulose  Paul 
Kathie  Harse 

Melissa  McLaws,  Christine  Varnam 


Ryan  Harris,  Shaun  O'Brien 
Shawna  Darou,  David  McKenzie 


CHEMISTRY 


10 
11 
12 


Shaun  O'Brien 

Shawna  Darou,  David  McKenzie 
Sean  Nixon 


Paulose  Paul,  Travis  Smith 
Katie  Harse,  Colin  McCormick 
Melissa  McLaws,  Christine  Varnam 


PHYSICS 


10 
11 
12 


Peter  Hoang 

Katie  Harse,  Colin  McCormick 
Sean  Nixon 


Shaun  O'Brien,  Travis  Smith 
Stephen  Leach,  David  McKenzie 
Sibylle  Baehre,  Scott  McDermid 


SOCIAL 
STUDIES 


7 
8 
9 
10 
11 

12 


Jeffrey  Davis 
Robert  Cropp 
Karen  Neuss 
Scott  Lemieux 
Ben  Eisner 

Alex  Baldwin 


Julie  Desroches,  Karim  Nogas 
Roxanne  Elenko,  Clint  Sello 
Melissa  Darou,  Brett  Habijanac 
Peter  Hoang,  Paulose  Paul 
Shawna  Darou,  Pieter  Grobler, 

Katie  Harse 
Melissa  McLaws,  Sean  Nixon 


DOROTHY  GOLDSTEIN  MEMORIAL  PRIZES 

Awarded  for  proficiency  in  Maths  and  Sciences  in  Junior  and  Senior  High. 

JUNIOR  HIGH:  Melissa  Darou 

SENIOR  HIGH:  Christine  Varnam 

TIM  STILES  MEMORIAL  MATHEMATICS  AWARD 

Awarded  to  the  top  math  student  in  grade  12,  based  on  achievement  in  the  Math  30  and  Math  31  courses. 

Melissa  McLaws 
OUTDOORSMAN 

Awarded  annually  to  the  Senior  High  student  who  has  shown  outstanding  ability  and  leadership  in  outdoor  pursuits 
throughout  the  year. 

Caroline  Wuensche 
HOUSE  AWARDS 
ELEMENTARY:  Howard 
JUNIOR  HIGH :  Dover 
SENIOR  HIGH:  Buchan 
PROFICIENCY  AWARDS 

From  Grades  2  to  6,  books  are  awarded  to  the  top  student  in  each  class,  and  from  Grades  7  to  12,  books  are 

awarded  to  the  top  student  in  each  grade,  and  to  the  students  in  second  and  third  place. 

GRADE  2:  Victoria  Lamond  and  Kristin  McMurtrie 

GRADE  3:  Erin  Kaiser 

GRADE  4A:  Sonya  Lowe 

GRADE  4B:  Eugene  Sam 

GRADE  5A:  Scott  Anderson  and  Megan  Cully 

GRADE  5B:  Claire  Graham 

GRADE  6A:  Kern  Shepherd 
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GRADE  6B:  Tara  Habijanac 

GRADE   7:  KarLm  Nogas,  Julie  Desroches— Jeffrey  Davis 

GRADE   8:  Karllee  Johnson,  Roxanne  Elenko— Robert  Cropp 

GRADE   9:  Brett  Habijanac,  Geeta  Verma,  Karen  Neuss— Melissa  Darou 

GRADE  10:  Travis  Smith,  Paulose  Paul-Shaun  O'Brien 

GRADE  11:  David  McKenzie,  Shawna  Darou— Katie  Harsc 

GRADE  12:  Sean  Nixon,  Christine  Varnam 

Winner  of  the  Governor-General's  Bronze  Medal— Melissa  McLaws 

SCHOLARSHIPS  AND  BURSARIES 

THE  STAFF  BURSARY:  Erin  Kaiser  and  Elizabeth  Blum 
THE  W.A.  HEARD  BURSARY:  Clarke  Hanna 

THE  W.H.H.  TIDSWELL  MEMORIAL  SCHOLARSHIPS:  Dara  Sutton,  Sabrina  Grobler,  Patrick  San  Agustin, 

Mitch  Cole,  Stephen  Leach,  Kevin  Spear,  Brandy  James 
DOUGLAS  CHAPMAN  MEMORIAL  BURSARY:  Pieter  Grobler 
SPECIAL  AWARDS 
SENIOR  CLASS  AWARDS 

Certificates  and  Silver  Pins  are  awarded  to  all  members  of  the  Graduating  Class. 
TWELVE  YEAR  AWARD 

Sandra  Anderson,  Susan  Anderson,  Jason  Bell,  Farid  Mahmud. 
PRESIDENTS  AWARD 

Anna  Watkins,  President  of  the  Student's  Council. 

MAJOR  AWARDS 

THE  MRS.  A.E.  DUNN  TROPHY 

Awarded  to  a  student  in  the  Grade  Six  Class  who  has  shown  all-round  excellence  during  the  year. 

Tara  Habijanac 
THE  OLYMPIC  CITIZENSHIP  AWARD 

Presented  to  a  Grade  Six  student  who  consistently  sets  a  good  example  for  others  by  demonstrating  the  qualities 
of  good  citizenship. 

Mackenzie  Harvey 
THE  JUNIOR  HIGH  SPIRIT  AWARD 

Awarded  to  a  student  who.  with  a  positive  attitude  and  a  good  sense  of  humour  has  encouraged  his/her  classmates 
to  be  the  best  they  can  be. 

Cary  Malone 
THE  HEWITT  TROPHY  FOR  CITIZENSHIP 
This  trophy  is  awarded  for  citizenship  at  the  Junior  High  Level. 

Penny  McDermid 
THE  S.T.S.  JUNIOR  HIGH  TROPHY 

This  trophy  is  awarded  for  diligence  at  the  Junior  High  Level. 

Martin  Spedding 
THE  BUCHAN  TROPHY 

This  trophy  is  awarded  for  all-round  excellence  at  the  Junior  High  Level. 

Brett  Habijanac 
THE  NEIL  McQUEEN  MEMORIAL  AWARD 

Awarded  to  the  boy  in  Junior  or  Senior  High  who  typifies  the  character  of  Neil  McQueen,  with  such  traits  as  dili- 
gence, competitiveness,  high  ability,  friendliness  and  a  sense  of  adventure. 
Brian  Wood 

THE  MARGARET  CAMERON  MEMORIAL  PRIZE 

Awarded  to  a  girl  who  exemplifies  many  of  the  characteristics  of  Margaret  Cameron.  She  is  well-liked,  and  was 
friendly  and  helpful  to  her  classmates  and  the  younger  students.  She  was  well  thought  of  by  her  teachers  and  peers. 

Caroline  Wuensche 
THE  DAVID  PIKE  MEMORIAL 

Awarded  to  a  student  in  Senior  High  who  has  contributed  to  the  life  of  the  school  year  by  his/her  outstanding  good 
nature  and  unfailing  sense  of  humour. 

Sean  Nixon 
THE  STRATHCONA  AWARD 

This  is  awarded  to  a  Grade  12  student  who  has  worked  diligently  throughout  the  year. 

Karen  Scoulding 
THE  TANNER  CUP 

Awarded  for  citizenship  at  the  Senior  High  Level. 

Fraser  Brooks  and  Heather  Hcasman 
THE  HOWARD  TROPHY 

This  trophy  is  awarded  to  a  student  who  has  shown  all-round  excellence  during  the  year. 
NOMINEES: 

Alex  Baldwin 

Susan  Eliott 

Scott  McDermid 

David  McKenzie 

Caroline  Wuensche 

WINNER:  Scott  McDermid 
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Back  Row:  Mr.  Cojocar,  Mr.  Walls,  Mr.  Zederayko,  Mr.  Ditchburn,  Mr.  Adams,  Mr.  Nelson,  Mr.  Lorfuig.  Fifth  Row:  Mr.  Johnson,  Mrs. 
Harvey,  Mr.  Bauman,  Mrs.  Perkins,  Ms.  Harper,  Mr.  Hay,  Mr.  Taylor,  Mr.  Blais.  Fourth  Row:  Mr.  Koning,  Miss  Maclean,  Mme.  Bell, 
Mrs.  Biollo,  Mr.  Freight,  Mr.  Tottenham,  Mr.  McDonnell,  Mr.  Wilson.  Third  Row:  Mrs.  Clarke,  Mrs.  Ropchan,  Miss  Sampson,  Mile. 
Lemieux,  Miss  Wiggins,  Mrs.  Stewart,  Mr.  Schmit.  Second  Row:  Mrs.  Bumanis,  Mrs.  Rodney,  Mr.  Thomson,  Mrs.  Gibson,  Mrs.  Owens, 
Mrs.  Laughren,  Ms.  Bartel.  Front  Row:  Mr.  Colbourne,  Mr.  Prost,  Mrs.  Robinson,  Mrs.  Goldsworthy,  Mr.  Orsten. 
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•  200,  635  -  6* Avenue  S.W.,  Calgary,  Alberta,  Canada  T2P  0T5  (403)  269-6921 
101,  635  -  6th  Avenue  S.W.  T2PVT5  •  300,  444 -5th  Avenue  S.W.  T2P  0T8  •  2300, 333  -  11th  Avenue  S.W.  T2R  1L9 


•  secretarial  services  •  word  processing  •  data  processing  •  electronic  publishing  • 
•  graphic  design  •  business  stationery  •  resume  preparation  •  reproduction  •printing  *  binding  • 
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CHARTER  A 
CARDINAL 
230-2416 

Safe  dependable  service 
since  1947 


•  Special  buses  for 
the  handicapped. 


•  Deluxe  motorcoaches  for 
local  and  long  distance 
travel. 


•  Economical  activity 
coaches  ideal  for 
sports  teams,  youth 
organizations  and 
budget  conscious 
groups. 


CARDINAL  COACH  LINES  LIMITED 

732  -  41st  Avenue  N.E.,  Calgary,  T2E  EP9 


Congratulations 

TO  THE  1988 

Graduating  Class! 

From  The 

Chow  Now 
Stop  Shop 

(formerly  The  Tuck  Stop) 


P 


Meeting 
a  "  your  \ 
needs 

...  a  tradition 
of  service. 

Use  natural  gas  but  use  it  wisely. 

CANADIAN  UU6ST6RN  NATURAL 


GAS 
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YOU'LL  SAY 


BRAVO! 


DRAW  FOR  A  FREE  TRIP  TO  HAWAII! 

COFFEE,  REFRESHMENTS,  DONUTS  AND 
HOURLY  DRAWS 

SEE  SUNRIDCE  MAZDA  FOR  FURTHER  DETAILS 


#1 


MAZDA  DEALER  IN  THE 
PRAIRIES! 

MAZDA  VOLUME  DEALER 
IN  1987! 

WINNER— CIRCLE  OF 
EXCELLENCE  AWARD  FOR 
SALES,  PARTS  AND  SERVICE! 


S 


UNRIPGE 


3003  -  32  AVE.  N.E. 
291-7060 

HOURS:  MONDAY  TO  THURSDAY  9  A.M.  -  9  P.M. 
FRIDAY  AND  SATURDAY  9  A.M.  -  6  P.M. 


GRAND  OPENING 
SPECIALS 


LIMITED  TIME  ONLY 


SUPER 
SPECIAL! 


NOT  EXACTLY  AS  ILLUSTRATED 
OTHER  MODELS  SPECIALLY  PRICED' 


Congratulations  and  (Best  Wishes  to 
MSTS 1988  graduates 


from 

^B>%LcLcit  <SaCon 


T/te  Courtyard  on  Uptown  1 7th 
320-  17 Avenue  S.Wl 
228-0994 

(graduation  and  evening  gowns 
Custom  designs  &  alterations 
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SHAMROCK 

IRISH  LINEN 
AND  GIFTS  (1985)  LTD. 

GLENMORE  LANDING 

A1 08   1 600-90th  Avenue  S.W. 
Calgary,  Alberta  T2V  5A8 
Tel:  252-5150 

GEORGE  E.  CONDON 

A112,  GLENMORE  LANDING 

1600-90  AVENUE  S.W. 
CALGARY,  ALBERTA  T2V  5A8 
TEL.  (403)  255-1  800 

CONGRATULATIONS  '88  CHADS 

FROM 

RICHARD  C.  HUDSON,  CMC 

MANECON 
PARTNERSHIP 

MANAGEMENT  &  ECONOMIC  CONSULTANTS 

CALGARY: 
6-1 726  8th  AVE.  N.W. 
CALGARY,  ALBERTA 
CANADA  T2N  1C2 
PH:  (403)  282-01  30 

EDMONTON: 
rn:  4zU-l->z/ 

VARGAS 

1                      Glenmore  Landing 
5s3\     A128,  1600-90  Ave.  S.W. 

Calgary,  Alberta  T2V  5A8 
OiN^V     ~  Bus:  253-7766 

All  the  services 
der  the  sun 


Over  half  a  million 
Albertans,  many  of  your 
friends  and  neighbours,  take 
advantage  of  the  full  range 
of  services  that  Alberta 
Treasury  Branches  offer. 

From  our  small 
beginnings,  Alberta  Treasury 
Branches  has  grown  for  fifty 
years  into  a  major  Alberta- 
based  financial  institution. 
Come  in  today  and 
discover  all  that  we 
offer. 


Alberta  Treasury  Branches 


 / 
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El  El 

51  PALOMA  STEAK  HOUSE  El 

U  8c  LOUNGE 

51  ,  El 

El  JffiEl  B 

Bl  O  Bl 

Bl  V  Bl 

EH  ONE  OF  CALGARY'S  FINEST  RESTAURANTS  Hi 

0  B 

rcj  DINING  &  LICENSED  LOUNGE  « 

|  OPEN  DAILY  gj 

EH  Monday  to  Friday  —  11:30  a.m.  -  12:00  Midnite  Bl 

[g]  Saturday  —  4:00  p.m.  -  12:00  Midnite 

i~i  Sunday — 4:00  p.m.  -  9:00  p.m.  « 

13 1  JULY  TO  AUGUST  SUNDAY  CLOSED  ID  I 

Bl  Bl 

[jjl  FOR  RESERVATIONS  PHONE  [fj| 

8  247-34 1 1  I 

El  Mn.  Fir.  4600  Crowchild  Trail  N.W. 

Jrjj  (Northland  Prof essinal  Bldg. )  |f|| 
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Behind  the  scenes  of  success  go  effort, 
perseverance  and  unwavering  support. 


NATIONAL 
BANK 


OF  CANADA 


tothen 

1988 

Graduating  Class 


TransAlta 
Energy  Systems 

Energy  Systems  Technology 
for  Building  Automation 

and  the 
Efficient  Use  of  Energy 
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ELEANOR  CUTLER-BELL 


820  -  49  Avenue  S.W. 
Calgary,  Alberta  T2S  1 G8 
(403)  243-8888 


CONGI^TUIATIONS  TO  THE 
CIASS  OF  '88 


Jeflrey  J.  Newby 
Sales  Representative 


Residential  Real  Estate  Services 
Glenmore  Landing  Branch 
Suite  A201 ,  1 600  -  90  Ave.  S.W. 
Calgary,  Alberta  T2V  5A8 
Office:  (403)  253-7744 
Res:  (403)  271-8725 

A  DIVISION  OF  ROYAL  LePAGE 

REAL  ESTATE  SERVCES  LTD.  REALTOR 


Jim  Newby 
Sales  Representative 


Residential  Real  Estate  Services 
Glenmore  Landing  Branch 
Suite  A201 ,  1 600  -  90  Ave.  S.W. 
Calgary,  Alberta  T2V  5A8 
Office:  (403)  253-7744 
Res:  (403)  271-8725 

A  DIVISION  OF  ROYAL  LePAGE 

REAL  ESTATE  SERVCES  LTD.  REALTOR 


Elaine 
McCowan 


Belgian  Chocolates 


252-6002 
255-0066 


GLENMORE  LANDING 
1600-90  AVENUE  S.W. 
CALGARY,  ALBERTA 
T2V  5A8 
(403)  259-3933 


ROXBORO  MALL 
2500  -  4TH  STREET  S.W. 
CALGARY,  ALBERTA 
T2S  1X6 
(403)  228-1981 


A110,  1600-90  Ave.  S.W. 
Calgary,  Alberta  T2V  5A8 
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1  NORTH 
EASTERN 

DRILLING  LTD. 


GEORGE  S.  WARD 

PRESIDENT 


NORTHLAND  BANK  BUILDING 
2401-520  FIFTH  AVENUE  S.W. 
CALGARY,  ALBERTA  T2P  3R6 
BUS:  (403)  265-6361 
RES:  (403)  281-8072 


eeiaN 
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box  1895 
stn.  M 
calgary 
alberta 
T2P  2L8 

Canada. 


best  wishes 
to  the 
graduating  class 
of  1988. 


We  would  like  to  take  this 
opportunity  to  thank  the 
school  for  including  us  in  the 

5.7.5.  family  during  these 
last  15  years.  We  hold  many 
fond  memories  of  our 
experiences  and  wish  the 
school  and  this  year's 
graduating  class  all  the  best 
in  the  future. 

The  Mahmud  Family 


coco  cran,  designer 
alta  plan  consultants  ltd. 

815  -  17th  avenue  s.w.,  suite  203 
calgary,  alberta  t2t  oai 
telephone  (403)  245-8443 


•  residential  and 
commercial  design 

•  construction  and 
renovation  consulting 

•  custom  furnishings 

•  furniture  arranging 
and  accessorizing 


INGRID  CRAN 
CHILD  PHOTOGRAPHER 
ALTA  PLAN 
(403)  245-8443 
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BARRISTERS  &  SOLICITORS  —  AVOCATS 

Congratulations 
to  the 
Gradsof'88! 


325  SOUTH  CALGARY  ONE 
4400  MACLEOD  TRAIL  SOUTH 

A.  JULIEN  LANDRY*  CALGARY,  ALBERTA  T2G  4Y7  CANADA 

RICHARD  DUDELZAK*  PHONE  287-3330,  AREA  CODE  403 

M  ELAN  IE  FUTER  TELEX  NO.  03-821172  CGY 

MARY-CLARE  ROWE  TELECOPIER  NO.  403-229-2788 


.DEI/CO 


PROPERTIES  INC.  - 


Best  Wishes  to  the  Grads  of  '88 
and  continuing  success 
to  S.T.S.! 


108,  4400  MACLEOD  TRAIL  SOUTH,  CALGARY,  ALBERTA  T2G  4Y7      (403)  287-3070 
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No  risk  mates.  Gad*Abouts  are  bonzer 
Aussie  gear.  Ridgy  didge  Australian  clob- 
ber that's  dinky-di  for  grub  days, 
weekends  and  all  summer  long.  It's  a  right 
shame  that  your  chalk  &  talkers  can't 
wear  this  beauty  gear,  but  Gad*Abouts  are 
just  for  billylids! 

Available  only  at  these  Mark's  Work 
Wearhouse  stores! 
112,  10440  Macleod  Trail  South 
3A,  3802  Morley  Trail  N.W 


>  -  BONZER  AUSSIE  GEAR7? 


Congratulations 
to  the  class  of  '88 
from 

mark'/  Work 
Wearhou/e 

More  than  just  great  workwear. 


J 
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1500  Bow  Valley  Square  III,  255  -  5th  Avenue  S.W. 
Calgary,  Alberta  T2P  3G6 


Telephone:  (403)  261-7971 
Telex:  03-821944    FAX:  (403)  232-6377 


PANCONTINENTAL  OIL  LTD. 


4* 

PANCON 


Best  Wishes  for  Future  Success 
To  All  1988  Graduates. 


Qlenmore  Landing 

258-3300 


&  unique  e?q?erience  awaits  you  in 
the  quaintness  of  our  Victorian  Qift 
Shop  and  the  antique  furnished  tea 
room.  'Breakfast,  Lunch  & 
Sifternoon  'Tea. 

Hie  Oide  Curiosity  Sfioppe  £td. 

'Victorian  lea  'Rgom  and  Qifi  $hop 


PAMELA  W ATKINS 


Executive  Accommodation 

A  division  of  EX  A  Holdings  Ltd. 

914  Royal  Avenue  S.W. 

Calgary,  Alberta,  Canada  T2T  0L5 

Telephone:  (403)  244-5634 


Congratulations  to 
our  Olympic  Team 
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Best  wishes 
to  the  Class  of  '88 
from 


part  of  the  exciting  Calgary  Auto  Centre 
off  Glenmore  or  Heritage  at  Deerfoot 


KITWE 

Information  Systems  Ltd. 


•  Development  of  Application  Software 

•  Consultant  Services 

•  Financial  Accounting  Software 

IBM  Systems  34/36/38  Specialist. 


P.O.  Box  8637,  Station  "F" 
Calgary,  Alberta  T2J  5S4 
Bus:  (403)  248-0225 
Res:  (403)  256-8409 


usmess 
lights 


575  PALMER  ROAD  N.E. 
CALGARY,  ALBERTA  T2E  7G4 
Telephone:  (403)  291-4422 
TELEX:  038-21870 


Best  Wishes 
from 
Business  Flights 
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MARSH  &  MCLENNAN  LIMITED 
WILLIAM  M .  MERCER  LIMITED 


THE  WORLD'S  LARGEST  INSURANCE 
BROKERAGE  AND 
EMPLOYEE  BENEFITS  CONSULTING  FIRM 


SALUTES  THE  WORLD  CLASS  STRATHCONA 

TWEEDSMUIR  GRADUATES  OF  '88 
CONTINUED  SUCCESS  IN  YOUR  EFFORTS 
OF  TOMORROW 


Congratulations 
to  the  Class  of  '88 
and  Best  Wishes 
for  the  Future. 


The  Gillespie-Heasman 
Family 


r 
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bonavista  travel  ltd. 

A.1 '"  ^  C^£\  /Bftv  755  LAKE  BONAVISTA  DR.  S.E.  (403)  271  0552 
rf-lits  CALGARY.  AB  T2J  0N3  TELEX  03-821172 


SHAW-NEE  SLOPES 
GOLF  CLUB 

Midnapore,  Alberta 
S.  W.  Shaw 

"Congratulations  to  the 
Graduating  Class  of 
1988" 


1()8 
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Is  pleased  to  wish  the 
Grade  Twelve  Graduates 
well  in  their  future  endeavours 


Lotepro  is  an  Engineering  Firm  providing  Process  Design,  Engineering, 
Procurement  and  Construction  Services  to  the  Petro-Chemical,  Chemical, 
Petroleum,  Natural  Gas  and  Mineral  Industries 


Ql^S^iQ'     PLANTS  LIMITED  - USINES  LOTEPRO  LIMITEE 

510  808  4th  Avenue  S.W.  Calgary.  Alberta  T2P0K4    14031262  2106 
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Come  and  browse  through  this 
delightful  store  located  in 
Calgary  s  trendy  Kensington  area. 
Products  include  the 
Crabtree  &  Evelyn  toiletries, 
elegant  stationery  and  accessories, 
and  a  gift  basket  service  for  your 
special  requests.  Also  a  huge 
selection  of  quilting  fabrics, 
books,  patterns  and  gadgets  plus 
quilting  classes  galore. 


171 


ANDRAS  RESEARCH 
CAPITAL  LTD. 


'Congratulations  to  the 
Graduating  Class 
of '88" 


Suite  1330,  Sun  Life  Plaza  II 
140-4th  Avenue  S.W., 
Calgary,  Alberta 
T2P  3N3 


Congratulations  to  the 
Graduating  Class 
of '88" 


Students'  Council 


iFIFTH  AVENUE 
MODELLI   N  G 


MALE  & 

FEMALE  MODELS 
AVAILABLE  FOR: 

•  PHOTO  &  T.V. 
COMMERCIALS 

•  FASHION  SHOWS 

•  HAIR  SHOWS 

•  COMMENTATING 

•  HOSTESSING 

•  PROMOTIONS 

•  CONVENTION 
CO-ORDINATING 


—  COURSES 
AVAILABLE  — 

PROFESSIONAL 
MODELLING  (ALL  AGES) 
MAKE-UP  ARTISTRY 
PERSONAL  DEVELOPMENT 
ADULT  &  TEEN  MODELLING 
CHILD  MODELLING 
PLACEMENT  SERVICES: 
TO  MAJOR  CITIES  IN 
EUROPE,  AFRICA,  FAR  EAST 
CANADA  &  SOUTH  AMERICA 


—  OTHER  SERVICES  — 


PORTFOLIOS  &  COMPOSITES 
FASHION  SHOWS  & 
PRODUCTIONS 
FASHION  CO-ORDINATING 
&  COMMENTATING 
LECTURES  PRIVATE  & 
GROUP  SESSIONS 
VISUAL  POISE  MAKE-UP 
SKIN  CARE  &  WARDROBE 


COMPLETE  SKIN  CARE 
&  MAKE-UP 

NAIL  TIPS/SCULPTURED 
MANICURES 

FACIALS/SLENDERTONE 
WAXING 

DESIGNER  FASHIONS 


Fifth  Avenue  Models  compete  in  competitions  every  year  in 
Toronto,  Dallas,  New  York,  Tokyo,  England,  Milan  and  Australia 


Members  of 

N     I     E     ft  N 


y  /jc^jz^f 


4    s    s  o 


—  OFFICES  — 
A  LePage  Building 
#209,  10130  -  103  Street 
Edmonton,  Alberta   T5J  3N9 
429-2004 


Monday  -  Friday  9  a.m.  -  5  p. 
Saturdays  10  a.m.  -  4  p.m. 

237-5350 

220-906  -  8th  AVE.  S.W. 
OUT-OF-TOWN  CUSTOMERS 
(No  Charge  Dial)  1-800-372-9572 
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Congratulations  to 
Sandta  CMjunnoch 
and  the  Class  of 1988, 
Chiang  thanks  to  the 
JCeadmaster  and  Staff 
for  their  contribution 
to  this  day. 


0\tv.  andCMjts.  OC,  !B,  CMjunnoch 


THOMAS  J.  WALSH,  Q.C." 
ROBERT  C.  SMITH,  Q.C." 
DOUGLAS R. 80UEY- 
H.  CAMERON  MACDONALD 
GERARD  M.  MEAGHER 
ELAINE  L.  LENZ 
RAYMOND  G.  HUNT 
WILLIAM  T.SPENCE 
WILLIAM  8.  STINCHCOMBE 
MICHAEL  W.  BROWN 
M  JANINE  ELLIOTT 
BRIAN  P.  RURKA 
PATRICIA  L.  BLOCKSOM 
ANNE  J.  BROWN 
PETER  E.  HAYVREN 
•DRNOTRS  PROFESSIONAL  CORPORATION 


ROBERT  A.M.  YOUNG,  Q.C. 
ROBERT  J.  WILKINS,  Q.C 
GORDON  J.  BURRELL" 
JAMES  N.SHAW 
DOUGLAS  I. D.  MCLEAN 
JAMES  R.  KITSUL- 
ROBERTA.  HAGERMAN 
FREDERICK  R.  FENWICK 
NORMAN  MALONEY 
PAULA  MIRABELLF 
BRIAN  D.  EVANS 
D.  ROBB  BEEMAN 


2800.  SOI  ■  6TH  AVENUE  8.W. 

CALGARY.  ALBERTA 
T2P4A3 

TELEPHONE  2S7-84O0  AREA  COOK  403 
TWX  6IO-62t-43«2 
TELEX  03-823781 

telecopier  284  moo  area  cooe  403 
Cable  adores*  -barrsol 


Eagleview  Post 

A  DIVISION  OF  GRAYSTON  PUBLISHING  LTD. 


SERVING  OKOIOKS.  THE  f  OOl  HILLS  COUNT  HY  AND  SUHHOUNDING-  COMMUNI  Tit  S 


"Too  low  they  build  who  build  beneath  the  stars. " 

Edward  Young,  NIGHT  THOUGHTS 


TO  THE  CLASS  OF  '88 

The  Eagleview  Post  wishes  each  one  of  you  happiness  and  success  as  you 
strive  to  achieve  your  dreams.  To  aim  high  is  to  bring  personal  fulfillment, 
for  the  trying  is  as  important  as  the  succeeding. 
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Ingress  Logic 

SYSTEMS  LIMITED 

636  -  11th  AVE.  S.W.,  CALGARY.  ALBERTA 
T2R  0E2  TELEPHONE:  (403)  264-7393 


COMPUTERIZED  SYSTEMS  FOR  CARD 
ACCESS  CONTROL  OF  PREMISES. 


"Antiquitas  Saeculi  Juventus  Mundi" 
(The  age  of  centuries  is  the  youth  of  the  world) 

Francis  Bacon 

CONGRATULATIONS  TO  THE   STS  GRADUATING  CLASS  OF  1986!! 
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Pizza  &  Steak  House 

OKOTOKS  TOWN  SQUARE 
938-4878  938-4555 


Lester  &  Charmayne  Scanlon 

PIZZA,  STEAK 
&  SEAFOOD 

Hours:  6  a.m.  -  1 1  p.m.  Mon.  -  Thurs. 
6  a.m.  •  1  a.m.  Frl. 
8  a.m.  -  1  a.m.  Sat. 
1 1  a.m.  ■  9  p.m.  Sun. 

For  your  catering  needs  - 
try  Lestere  Catering. 


 J 

177 


THANK  YOU 

We  wish  to  express  our  grateful  thanks  to  all  the  people  and  companies  who,  either  by  advertising  or 
sponsoring  pages  have  helped  us  to  make  this  year's  PAIDIA  possible.  Some  have  asked  to  remain 
anonymous,  others  may  have  contributed  after  our  publishers' deadline  and  could  not  be  acknowledged 
on  this  page;  all  these  we  thank  just  as  warmly. 


MR.  AND  MRS.  BAEHRE 
MR.  AND  MRS.  BOZAK 
MR.  AND  MRS.  DAVID  CARTER 
MR.  CREED 
KASON  HOLDINGS 
DR.  AND  MRS.  KEARNS 
MR.  AND  MRS.  WUENSCHE 
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Printed  In  Canada  by 

Friesen  Nfearbooks 

Altona,  Manitoba 


